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FOREWORD 

The  foMowing  novel  was  completed  by  Prank  Norris 
in  189S.  It  was  written  almost  simultaneously  with  "  Mc- 
Teague."  although  the  latter  book  was  conceived  and 
actuaUy  begun  at  an  earlier  date,  and  finished  fully  two 
years  later.  His  third  novel,  "  Moran  of  the  Lady  Letty, " 
appeared  first  in  book  form  in  September,  1898;  "Mc- 
Teague"  foUowed  in  six  months;  two  more  were  pub- 
lished  within  the  next  year.  There  seemed  no  room  at 
the  time  for  "Vandover  and  the  Brute."  It  was  destined 
to  have  a  curious  history. 

ShorUy  after  Frank  Norris*  death  certain  publishers, 
leammg  of  the  existence  of  a  completed  novel  from  his 
pen,  desired  to  publish  it.  The  manuscript  —  no  copy  of 
which  had  ever  been  made  —  had  been  packed  away  in  a 
crate,  and  was  in  storage  in  a  large  warehouse  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. It  was  impossible  to  determine  in  which  crate  among 
many  others  the  manuscript  had  been  placed.  While 
the  question  of  opening  these  crates  one  by  one  was 
being  discussed,  the  earthquake  and  fire  occurred;  the 
warehouse  burned  to  the  ground,  and  it  was  assumed  that 
Its  contents  were  consumed  with  it.  A  little  over  a  year 
ago  a  letter  was  received  from  the  storage  company 
statmg  that  certain  furniture  and  boxes  had  been  moved 
away  from  the  warehouse  just  before  the  buUding  caught 
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• -«lS"e^ttL°;r'in?a^r-'''--«J  when 
ot  the  crate,  had  not  h^'ll,  IT^'"^  *^'  «  ^w 
tents  of  one  or  two  of^L'^E^ '"^'^  «"<»  t^e  co„- 
The  manu«ript  of  "  Vandlv       1 1°  "^""^^y  «•"  owner 

^* 't «.  happened  tha^l  I  ^Tt       ?"'*'' "  "■"  '»'»«' 
"-«  cut  out  for  the  sl^JT'^T^'^'^^'^-A^h^ 

remained  un«>ttledfo^veniTP''-    T^e  „.atter 
o^  the  fir.  „„e  ,,,  ^^  ^ -tfl  a  iunior  n.e.b« 

r^  its  author's  styfeTonl^       »anuscript,  recog. 
tion  resulted.  ^         °°'*'  ""*»  »  complete  identifica- 

The  greater  parts  nt  "v.  j 
"McTeague"  JTw^Ln^nt'"  """'  *''*  «™*«'"  -^ 
I*  w«  at  this  period  ofCk  NoS*",f  T  '"''  ''''■ 
^e<m  to  shape  itself.    1^18947    ""  *^*  '"'^  career 
years'  course  at  the  Unive„,tv  o^V^tv ''''**^  ''"  *°« 
East  to  take  post-graduTte  wli°   ^f""™"  '"^  came 
-ent  of  Harvard  wtSitv"  "^l^"'"^  ^^epart- 
P"-'-  L  E.  Gates.    Thilt!f  "^''*  *'"'  '"^truction  „f 
■native  year  of  his  J^^^l  he         *^^  «"«  -^"^  ^or- 
^e  time  is  shown  by  his  dS;.!'"'"?"'*'^  "^^  '*et  at 
Pwfessor  Gates.    As  far  L  r         '^f  °*  "McTeague"  to 
Teague"  was  begun  J;XbI1V°'''^''-^"M^ 
he  left  California.     WhMe  1  '*  '"*'  ^tten  before 

-need  "Vandover  S  4'  b^  "  ''.""''"'^^^  '"'  "om 
-^terhisretumtoSanpitifr-    "^'^'^  ^«' «»"Pieted 

i  ne  earlier  chanters  of  "  v    j  ' 
eWden..  to  the  ^arva:^  ,J^^^^  -^  the  Brute"  bear 
eeive.  after  reading  the  dov..T     ,"    ^*  **"  easily  per- 
f  author.    Thel*ntS;;7?l7.-»wa;f^m 
t°  be  handled  with  the  d'e^V  Slt^e       ''i  ^  '''^ 

'  tnat  the  powerful  theme 
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of  "McTeague"  afterward  received  from  the  more  mature 
mind  of  its  creator.  The  story  of  "Vandover  and  the 
Brute"  did  not  work  out  as  its  author  originally  conceived 
it.  The  dominant  idea  of  the  novel  possessed  its  writer 
to  the  exclusion  of  the  less  important  details  of  the  plot. 
The  meeting  of  young  Haight  and  Flossie  in  "The  Impe- 
rial" was  obviously  intended  to  become  a  much  more  im- 
portant episode.  So  it  is  with  the  character  of  Turner 
Ravis,  which  is  aUowed  to  drop  out  of  the  action  of  the 
story  with  a  complete  disregard  of  the  care  that  was  taken 
with  its  introduction  and  development.  The  pages  of  the 
original  manuscript  of  "Vandover  and  the  Brute"  are 
eloquent  of  the  struggle  its  author  underwent  to  bring  it 
to  its  logical  and  artistic  conclusion. 

The  influence  of  Emil  Zola  is  evident  throughout  the 
stoiy.    The  great  Frenchman  was  the  inspiration  that 
led  Frank  Norris  to  attempt  the  r61e  of  novelist.    No  one 
can  question  how  well  he  succeeded.    His  own  generation 
has  acclaimed  him  one  of  America's  greatest  writers. 
Vandover  and  the  Brute"  bears  the  evidence.  I  believe, 
of  the  most  significant  phase  in  his  development  as  a 
writer.    It  is  for  that  reason  that  it  l«  published.    Some 
may  question  the  wisdom  of  this;  yet  there  are  passages 
in  the  novel  that  are  as  fine,  if  not  finer,  than  anything 
he  afterward  wrote.    In  justice  to  the  author,  the  reader 
should  bear  in  mind  that,  just  as  much  as  "McTeague" 
was  changed  and  improved  before  it  was  published,  so 
"Vandover  and  the  Brute"  would  have  been  altered  and 
rewritten  were  its  author  here  to  bring  to  its  revision  his 
riper  judgment. 
In  an  essay  entitled  "The  True  Reward  of  the  Novel- 
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«"■•    written  by  Frank  V     • 

<=««  this  pa«age,  "^""^  """ny  years  later,  there  o<s 

r*^  -iil  not  pay  hi«  moifto  h^:' .  r"^  °'  ^ 

To  make  money  is  not  the  p^*  „      f  ^'^"otion  than  that. 

"  the  right  sort,  he  has  oth  ^^"""«'^«««'-     W  he 

He  o.  all  men  oJ^^C:^^^^'  ^^^  on^ 

And  when  the  last  page  is  wn^        ^"  "'' '»'  W««>lf 

Pinpoint  and  the huS^p'^^'"'^,"'^'"^ crusts^- 

'^ter.  the  <new  man'  Z.  t^  8°  clashing  after  another 

-i"  thmk  of  the  «rin:.Tong  ^j^^-J;-  "^  ^^  ^ou^Z 

thathehasput  behind  him  LS-         f  ^"^^  ''^  J>^  We 

«P  volume  by  volume.  sSeTlt'^n*  *'"*'''' *"«'"'«* 

f» w  it,  independent  o^  f^U^n      ^  l^^  **»«  *™th  as  he 

»8  to  these  with  grippe^K   V""*  *^^  ^'^'^'y  «ods.  hold! 

«^,°;  ao  this  th^fs  trit  tr  **^  -^"^  ^^ 

truckled;  I  uever  took  off  the  W  t  tV"  '*^- ''  "«ver 
°"t  for  pennies.  By  God-  I  t„t  1°  ^'^'°°  '«''  J>«W  U 
'"^f  it  or  they  didn-t  ,£  .t  1vt7.  ^"^  *"*«•■  They 
«""?  I  told  them  the  trTth  T  t^*  ''"^  *''''*  *°  d°  with 
-d  I  l«ow  it  for  the  tLT;JJ'r^V-  «•«  truth  then, 
-the  best  that  a  man  may  knlw  tf  ?"*  '^  ^^  '^'^"d 
strivmg  for."  "^  '''"'w;  the  only  one  worth  the 

«-^--thatp..-rtr-;e-rr; 
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too  strong  to  be  always  palatable,  whose  principal  char- 
acter may  be  described  by  any  other  name  than  that  of 
"hero,"  a  book  whose  only  humour  is  that  of  the  relent- 
less realist,  whose  love  element  is  hardly  more  than  a 
sketch,  and  whose  sinister  story  marches  mercilessly  to 
its  inevitable  and  amazing  conclusion!    A  first  book  of  a 
hundred  and  twenty  thousand  words  of  such  material! 
Where  was  he  to  find  a  publisher  willing  to  print  it?  While 
he  was  writing  it,  he  knew  he  should  fail  —  that  the  work 
of  those  weary,  endless  hours  in  "47  Gray's,"  grinding 
the  manuscript  out  page  by  page,  was  of  no  avaU.    One 
wonders  if  years  later  he  remembered  those  hours  when  he 
wrote:    "I  told  them  the  tn.th.    They  liked  it  or  they 
didn't  like  it.    What  had  that  to  do  with  me?    I  told 
them  the  truth;  I  knew  it  for  the  truth  then,  and  I  know  it 
for  the  truth  now." 

Chablbs  G.  Nokbis. 
February,  1914. 
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VANDOVER  AND 
THE  BRUTE 


CHAPTEE  ONE 

It  was  always  a  matter  of  wonder  to  Vandover  that  he 
was  able  to  recall  so  little  of  his  oast  life.  V/ith  the  excep- 
tion of  the  most  recent  events  he  could  remember  nothing 
connectedly.  What  he  at  first  imagined  to  be  the  story 
of  his  life,  on  closer  inspection  turned  out  to  be  but  a  few 
disconnected  incidents  that  his  memory  had  preserved 
with  the  greatest  capriciousness,  absolutely  independent 
of  their  importance.  One  of  these  incidents  might  be 
a  great  sorrow,  a  tragedy,  a  death  in  his  family;  and  an- 
other, recalled  with  the  same  vividness,  the  same  accuracy 
of  detail,  might  be  a  matter  of  the  least  moment. 

A  certain  one  of  these  wilful  fillips  of  memory  would 
always  bring  before  him  a  particular  scene  during  the 
migration  of  his  family  from  Boston  to  their  new  home  in 
San  Francisco,  at  a  time  when  Vandover  was  about  eight 
years  old. 

It  was  in  the  depot  of  one  of  the  larger  towns  in  western 
New  York.  The  day  had  been  hot  and  after  the  long 
ride  on  the  crowded  day  coach  the  cool  shadow  under  the 
curved  roof  of  the  immense  iron  vaulted  depot  seemed 
very  pleasant.  The  porter,  the  brakeman  and  Vandover's 
father  very  carefully  lifted  his  mother  from  the  car.  She 
was  lying  back  on  pillows  in  a  long  steamer  chair.  The 
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other  t«i„.  Ttrtwh  It '*^°''^  "■'*'■  -".« 
not  yet  arrived.  It  w^  iS.^  fj^  ;;- '°  <*"««.  W 
depot  «  ,oc„«„«,,,  aitting^t t'j^* '^^ '" '"d  °'  '^^ 
'•ke  some  huge  sphinx  cr^U^  V  '""*'<'»'«"  driver. 

Kang  in  greasy  caps  anTLZ  t^  ^"^  '*P"' 

«Pecti„g  the  train  potteriri^  .  "u"  "''""^  ''"*  '"■ 
and  closing  the  jo^rS-S  ^l-  *^"  *""=*"'  °P«»«« 
wheels  with  W-hi  C^::f "«  "^^  -tes  on  thf 

•-".x;rhorhrh::^t-s?i"'--« 

now  a  huge  wiute  2^ dL^o^"*  ""^  *^«  «Pair-gang. 

Several  passengers U!!!!,t        """'^ '"^'««  t™"* 

'onn.  staring  cZ^;7t:htS*J?,r^°-">«  P'at- 
steamer  chair.  '°'^"'«'  'j^ng  back  in  the 

The  journey  was  too  much  for  her  <5i. 
and  veiy  pale,  her  eyeMds  J!  I  ^^  "*"  ^^'^  weak 
forehead  looked  blue 'if  ^7/^^"  ""«  "'"n  of  her 
of  perspixaUongathererl?,^?.  "^'  ""^  *'"y  •^'' 
Vandover's  father  P^nin,  T™'"  °' '•'^  ""-«>• 
of  the  chair  and  hiTl^^:!:"^  *'""  """«  ""=  '"^^ 
ber  head  on  his  waistc^It^^r^rlr^^*  him.  leaning 

bw  «ga«  and  pockrt-comb     Th     ^       "^^'^  ^^  ^'^^ 

By  and  by  ^e  .r.TTi.r.J'Z  7^  f'  't'' 
'-  of  an  imbecile,  stupid,  withot  Z!^::tT^: 
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half-clowd,  her  mouth  haU-opm.  Her  hemd  rolled  for- 
I  ward  M  though  ahe  were  nodding  in  her  aleep,  while  a 
long  drip  of  saliva  trailed  from  her  lower  lip.  Vandover's 
I  father  bent  over  her  quickly,  crying  out  sharply ,  "Hal- 
lie!  —  what  is  it?"  All  at  once  the  train  for  •  ich  they 
were  waiting  charged  into  the  depot,  filling  the  place 
with  a  hideous  clangor  and  with  the  smell  of  steam  and  of 
hot  oil. 

This  scene  of  her  death  was  the  only  thing  that  Van- 
dover  could  remember  of  his  mother. 

As  he  looked  back  over  his  life  he  could  recall  nothing 
after  this  for  nearly  five  years.  Kvcn  after  that  lapse  of 
time  the  only  scene  he  could  picture  with  any  degree  of 
clearness  was  one  of  the  greatest  triviality  in  which  he 
saw  himself,  a  rank  thirteen-year-old  boy,  sitting  on  a  bit 
of  carpet  in  the  back  yard  of  the  San  Francisco  house  play- 
ini;  with  his  guinea-pigs. 

In  order  to  get  at  his  life  during  his  teens,  Vandover 
would  have  been  obliged  to  collect  these  scattered  memory 
pictures  as  best  he  could,  rearrange  them  in  some  more 
orderly  sequence,  piece  out  what  he  could  imperfectly 
recall  and  fill  in  the  many  gaps  by  mere  guesswork  and 
conjecture. 

It  was  the  summer  of  1880  that  they  had  come  to  San 
Francisco.  Once  settled  there,  Vandover's  father  began 
to  build  small  residence  houses  and  cheap  flats  which  he 
rented  at  various  prices,  the  cheapest  at  ten  dollars,  the 
more  expensive  at  thirty-five  and  forty.  He  had  closed 
out  his  business  in  the  East,  coming  out  to  California  on 
account  of  his  wife's  ill  health.  He  had  made  his  money 
in  Boston  and  had  intended  to  retire. 
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«ti«  life  V.  hi.  huZiTLTi  ■"•  "^  «*^"  »"■ 

•'*'•  •»««  "ow  when  hi.  forfunfjji"""  "^  "''^'^i 
h*  could  .ffort  to  enjW  r  rf!r^  *^  '"^'  "«»  whe 
the  o.p«,ity/„,e„,-oX.'^*f«>';««' that  «••  h«l  lo.. 

Nothm,  el.e  could  i/tlS^^He"'  ""  '"^  *'*''• 
be  called  in  A«erie«  •  rich  ml?  k  "  k  ?  °°*  *'"'  *»"" 
«ough  to  travel,  to  alW  hr^tfl!"  ""^  ""^^  "o""^ 
Jon.  to  cultivate  .  ta^te  for Trt  „7  T"""'  «""- 
<^«.  to  indulge  in  any  h^™?' Tj"'  ''*'"*'«  «"  the 
etching,,  china  or  briTbrr^       ^'  """^  "  ^Meeting 

the  luxu^  of  ho«:"t'S^';/:^«  to  p.^,  h^,; 

h'«»»elf.  at  nAiriy  «ixty  tU,  i        l'  ""  '''•«'  »>•  fo"nd 

can)enters  at  work     In  th.  •    "'°'^''  '"'tching  the 

'■'te  -pper.  complete^  ZZ^Z'^  '^'^  '^^  ^ 
-^1  of  mortar  and  of  i-ncTlfX'^^  with  him  the 

t^e'tnttrir,:tarrrr"'''^--*-«^°ver 
home  the  little  c^yZlT  '''"^-  »«  would  bring 
««  it.  and  call  his  1^1°  r '"  '^"'  ^"'"  '^°«'  bank 
^ail«g  to  .tick  a  tZy2^rj:  *•'"'  """""''  -- 
monocle  fashion,  exclaim^^;"^^^^;^''-^^-  ««*  eye. 
meaningless  jest  that  h«rf  k  ""e  masses."  a 

hold  words  foryel^'        '  '""  °"^  »'  ^^e  family's  house! 
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HU  plan  of  building  was  peculiar.  Hi*  credit  wai  good, 
'  and  having  chosen  his  lot  he  would  find  out  from  the 
banks  how  much  they  would  loan  him  upon  it  in  case  he 
should  become  the  owner.  If  this  amount  suited  him,  he 
would  buy  the  lot,  making  one  large  payment  outright 
and  giving  his  note  for  the  balance.  The  lot  once  his, 
the  banks  loaned  him  the  desired  amount.  With  this 
money  and  with  money  of  his  own  he  would  make  the 
final  payment  on  the  lot  and  would  begin  the  building 
itself,  paying  his  labour  on  the  nail,  but  getting  his  mate- 
rial, lumber,  brick  and  fittings  on  time.  When  the  build- 
ing was  half-way  up  he  would  negotiate  a  second  loan 
'om  the  banks  in  order  to  complete  it  and  in  order 
to  meet  the  notes  he  had  given  to  his  contractors  for 
material. 

He  believed  this  lo  be  a  shrewd  business  operation, 
since  the  rents  as  they  returned  to  him  were  equal  to  the 
interest  on  a  for  larger  sum  than  that  which  he  had  orig- 
inally invested.  He  said  little  about  the  double  mortfjage 
on  each  piece  of  property  "improved"  after  this  fashion 
and  which  often  represented  a  full  two-thirds  of  its  entire 
value.  The  interest  on  each  loan  was  far  more  than  cov- 
ered by  the  rents;  he  chose  his  neighbourhoods  with  great 
discrimination;  real  estate  was  flourishing  in  the  rapidly 
growing  city,  and  the  new  houses,  although  built  so  cheaply 
that  they  were  mere  shells  of  lath  and  plaster,  were 
nevertheless  made  gay  and  brave  with  varnish  and  cheap 
mill-work.  They  rented  well  at  first,  scarcely  a  one  was 
ever  vacant.  People  spoke  of  the  Old  Gentleman  as  one 
of  the  most  successful  really  owners  in  the  city.  So 
pleased  did  he  become  with  the  success  of  his  new  venture 
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eve/Xl  w«  •  ^^  «»°«dve8  and  when,  if 

hired  got™l^?t°''?''""'"*^''"'^''"««t'''* 
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subject  to  all  sorts  of  abnormal  vagaries,  such  as  eating 
his  date  pencil,  nibbling  bits  of  chalk,  wishing  he  were 
dead,  and  drifting  into  states  of  unreasoned  melancholy. 
As  it  was,  his  voice  b^an  to  change,  a  little  golden  down 
appeared  on  his  cheeks  and  upon  the  nape  of  his  neck, 
while  his  first  summer  vacation  was  altogether  spoiled  by 
a  long  spdl  of  mumps. 

His  appetite  was  enormous.  He  ate  heavy  meat  three 
times  a  day,  but  took  little  or  no  exercise.  The  pimples 
on  his  face  became  worse  and  worse.  He  grew  peevish 
and  nervous.  He  hated  girls,  and  when  in  their  society 
was  a  very  bull-calf  for  bashfulness  and  awkward  self- 
consciousness.  At  times  the  strangest  and  most  morbid 
fancies  took  possession  of  him,  chief  of  which  was  that 
every  one  was  looking  at  him  while  he  was  walking  in  the 
street. 

Vandover  was  a  good  little  boy.  Every  night  he  said 
his  prayers,  going  down  upon  his  hui,.;  knees  at  the  side 
of  his  bed.  To  the  Lord's  Prayer  he  added  various  peti- 
tions of  his  own.  He  prayed  that  he  might  be  a  good  boy 
and  live  a  long  time  and  go  to  Heaven  when  he  died  and 
see  his  mother;  that  the  nest  Saturday  might  be  sunny  all 
day  long,  and  that  the  end  of  the  world  might  not  come 
while  he  was  alive. 

It  was  during  Vandover's  first  year  at  the  High  School 
that  his  eyes  were  opened  and  that  he  acquired  the  knowl- 
edge of  good  and  evil.  Till  very  late  he  kept  his  inno- 
cence, the  crude  raw  innocence  of  the  boy,  like  that  of  a 
young  animal,  at  once  charming  and  absurd.  But  by 
and  by  he  became  very  curious,  stirred  with  a  blind  tm- 
reasoned  instinct.    In  the  Bible  which  he  read  Sunday 
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■'temoons.  because  his  father  gave  bin, 

^oiag  so.  he  came  across  «  J,  f  ™  *  ''"»^'"  fo' 

him  with  vague  anTT^f^*  "^"^  *^«^  *^*  ^Med 

-marked  for  the  fil:.:  Z  Jl"^^,*^"  "*«^-  >>« 
penis  of  child-birth."  «« '^Ms.    all  women  in  the 

He  puzzled  over  this  fn,  .  i  . 

mystery  beneath  the  word^Mr°*.u""''  ''""^«  »"*  » 
thing  hidden,  with  tT tlV  ^^^,  *''"  P^"**  °^  «ome- 
eould  get  no  satiLtn  W  H  /.""""^  ''"'*«•  «« 
hegan  to  be  ashami  toas^L  K  ^'t'  """^  '^  ""^  ''^ 
Although  he  could  not  heTo  wj  "'f/  *•"  '^^  °»'  know, 
of  the  High  School  boys  wn*"  f"'  '^^'^^ble  talk 
P«t  of  it  which  he  ^uW     li       ''^"""^  '°  "^"'^^  that 

was  ashamed  of\isr^,i1::r-    ^^ -""»-*  "« 
to  app^iate  their  stori^rerthir"""  '"'  '"'^ 

In  al  tihl  Setld'r  '''  ^  '^''  "^^  ^-'•• 
^nhim^iteratinganrc:^:;':;-  'T'f  ^-uition 
he  hated  to  think  that  ru^T^  ^"*  ^^«n  then 

day.  however,  he  J^LS^r'^r'""'"'^-  One 
old  Encyclo;edir  B„T  *  ^''^  '^^  ^"'"""^  of  the 
hoping  tit  ETtght  fir",  n  ''^  '"""''''  «''"^' 
Gentleman  told  "m  hfd'bLnlJ'o  "'."'^'='  "^^  «'^ 
between  the  leaves  of  ««^„  !      ™  *'"*  niisplaced 

atoncehecame7prnrr"'°^*^'««**t°"'««-    AH 
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his  mother,  whom  he  had  always  believed  to  be  some  kind 
of  an  angel,  fell  at  once  in  his  estimation.  She  could 
never  be  the  same  to  him  after  this,  never  so  sweet,  so 
good  and  so  pure  as  he  had  hitherto  imagined  her. 

It  was  veiy  cruel,  the  whole  thing  was  a  grief  to  him,  a 
blow,  a  great  shock;  he  hated  to  think  of  it.  Then  little 
by  little  the  first  taint  crept  in,  the  innate  vice  stirred  in 
him,  the  brute  began  to  make  ii^ielf  felt,  and  a  multitude 
of  perverse  i  d  vicious  ideas  commenced  to  buzz  about 
him  like  a  swarm  of  nasty  flies. 

A  certain  word,  the  blunt  Anglo-Saxon  name  for  a  lost 
woman,  that  he  heard  on  one  occasion  among  the  boys  at 
school,  opened  to  him  a  vista  of  incredible  wickedness, 
but  now  after  the  first  moment  of  revolt  the  thing  began 
to  seem  less  horrible.  There  was  even  a  certain  attrac- 
tion about  it.  Vandover  soon  became  filled  with  an  over- 
whehning  curiosity,  the  eager  evil  curiosity  of  the  school- 
boy, the  perverse  craving  for  the  knowledge  of  vice.  H*^ 
listened  with  all  his  ears  to  everything  that  was  said  anu 
went  about  through  the  great  city  with  eyes  open  only  to 
its  foulness.  He  even  looked  up  in  the  dictionary  the 
meanings  of  the  new  words,  finding  in  the  cold,  scientific 
definitions  some  strange  sort  of  satisfaction. 

There  was  no  feminine  influence  about  Vandover  at 
this  critical  time  to  help  him  see  the  world  in  the  right 
light  and  to  gauge  things  correctly,  and  he  might  have 
been  totally  corrupted  while  in  his  earliest  teens  had  it  not 
been  for  another  side  of  his  character  that  began  to  develop 
about  the  same  time. 

This  was  his  artistic  side.  He  seemed  to  be  a  bom 
artbt.    At  first  he  only  showed  bent  for  all  general  art. 
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unknown^  „?Kr.l    T"  ""'  """^  ^  «'»'- 
piano.    At  oneli  ^r      '"'^.''"*  **^''  *"»«  »"  «>« 

for  the  stl^^;LT'"'^r°''«*'"^« **>««» 

d-dfui:rofIl^^h\7;f,r»«'«l,to  be  some 

<lress  h  mself  in  an  oM  .m^u-  '     ™  ^*  ^ould 

one  of  his  /aWslZS^lr  ""  "i"^"*"  ""'' 
befo.  the  long  nnrror::^^;;:^^^'-''  r 
t.me  he  would  devote  his  attfntiont  U^L^  H 
up  endless  stories  with  which  he  terrifi!^^^',^^ 
them  to  himself  in  a  ln„      •     /   !      ^  ^"'°^"'  *^^^ 

and  «ad  them  to  his  father  jt.  ""*  ^^"^  ^'""'^ 

between  the  folding  doo«  J  ^^^-^P*''  'I'^H  "P 

whole  negative  ^thTri^tJ^' ST^  ""^ 
wote  a  httle  r»v.m  „,i,-  u        f^"^s.    Once  he  even 

GenUeman  lllC  him  t'-'^''^  ^'"^  *^'  ^''^ 
hopes  for  tie  We         ^  '""^"^  '''«"  -'^  -««"« 

bi:mV::^a;ii:;t;rml'"'°^^  •""■^^ «-"-  »-- 

that  he  posset  th!L;         T'  ''°~ ''  ""^  «^dent 
his  career  "  ^'"'  *''''  °'«"«*  <*»"<»  decided 

en^citririicirr'TH*'  '"Vr  ^-^  ^-°- 

of  tho«,  showily  blunTgiftMronr  "',  ^•"  "-^ 
conspicuously  on  parlour  ^nt-T^Ses  %r  ^°i"""* 
publication  calculated  to  r  »  ,    ^*  ^*"«  English 

Band.    Ther^!!1  IT    P°P"'"  •"'' 8«"«'al  de-         , 
^fi««  were  a  great  many  fuU-page  pictures  of         1 
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londy  women,  called  "Reveries"  or  "Idylls,"  ideal 
"Heads"  of  gipsy  girls,  of  coquettes,  and  heads  of  little 
girb  downed  with  cherries  and  illustrative  of  such  titles 
as  "Spring,"  "Youth,"  "Innocence."  Besides  these 
were  sentimental  pictures,  as,  for  instance,  one  entitled 
"It  Might  Have  Been,"  a  sad-eyed  girl,  with  long  hair, 
musing  over  a  miniature  portrait,  and  another  especially 
impressive  which  represented  a  handsomely  dressed 
woman  flung  upon  a  Louis  Quinze  sofa,  weeping,  her  hands 
'<Iasped  over  her  head.  She  was  alone;  it  was  twilight; 
on  the  floor  was  a  heap  of  opened  letters.  The  picture  was 
called  "Memories." 

Vandover  thought  this  last  a  wonderful  work  of  art  and 
made  a  hideous  copy  of  it  with  very  soft  pencils.  He  was 
so  pleased  with  it  that  he  copied  another  one  of  the  pic- 
tures and  then  another.  By  and  by  he  had  copied  almost 
all  of  them.  His  father  gave  him  a  dollar  and  Vandover 
began  to  add  to  his  usual  evening  petition  the  prayer  that 
he  might  become  a  great  artist.  Thus  it  was  that  his 
career  was  decided  upon. 

He  was  allowed  to  have  a  drawing  teacher.  This  was 
an  elderly  German,  an  immense  old  fellow,  who  wore  a 
wig  and  breathed  loudly  through  his  nose.  His  voice  was 
like  a  trumpet  and  he  walked  with  a  great  striding  gait 
like  a  colonel  of  cavalry.  Besides  drawing  he  taught 
ornamental  writing  and  engrossing.  With  a  dozen  curved 
and  flowing  strokes  of  an  ordinaiy  writing  pen  he  could 
draw  upon  a  calling  card  a  conventionalized  outline-pic- 
ture of  some  kind  of  dove  or  bird  of  paradise,  all  curves 
and  curlicues,  flying  very  gracefully  and  carrying  in 
its  beak  a  half-open  scroll  upon  which  could  be  inscribed 
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paper,  ruling  off  the  ^me  ir       ^     "  '^^  *"**  "' 

dover  would  copy  the  ^hZJT'^"'^'^'^^'"'- 
closed.  When  hYhad  cSV!  ^'Tr'""  ^^""^  '^- 
fashion  the  teacher  .o^T^^Z  U  ^T""  '"  **•" 
it  here  and  there  laboimv/*     ?  •     ^^'^^  retouching 

-- Which  thei;r:s:rraC::^„td''^'^-'^^^^ 

paper  which  a^ZbSbfrr'"'  ;*"*^^  -  ^"« 
gan  with  ladders,  wwfba™         ^"^  ""  ^''"°-     »«>  »>«- 

ing  up  in  course  ofU^e  ITs^L  1.7 "  '"'"^'^'  "°''^- 
landscape;  stone  bridJL       f     *>"Jdings  set  in  a  bit  of 

somesorto  tL"i  J,'  '^'^  ,'»"'«•  ^-W  by 
corner  of  the  fZnl    '^         """^'  °*  ''«'''«"  fences  in  a 

W  and  anenr:.i:  .^;Sll^!^;,T  °^ 
was  reached  with  a  life-sized  H.  J  .   ^^  '=''"»^ 

suckles  and  entitled  "XT^-^He    '™r"'  ''"'  '°'"'^-       ^ 
it-     It    was   an   ,oJ.-  ^e ''««  three  weeks  upon 

VandoveJ^^el^r?-''   "^  veritable  o.^-^       ^ 

Javing  sig^ed^li:^  t".  S  ^^^r^  -''"^•'«.  ^ 

flourish.    The  OW  0.„»i                         ^"^  ornamenUl  I 

'-PerwascS^'^S^^:- -'-dad,  the  house-  I 

to  Heaven.    Vandover'!  IT          '  .' ''''''"^''"'•^'"'l^  ^ 
gold-piece,  fresh  ?1  Te  S^t  bad  I^  '™  "  '^^°"" 

gilt  and  hung  it  ud  in  hi       \          '  ""=*•"*  ^""^^  «  I 

g      up  m  h,s  smok.ng-room  over  the  clock.  I 
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Never  for  a  moment  did  the  Old  Gentleman  oppose 
Vandover's  wish  to  become  an  artist  and  it  was  he  him- 
self who  first  spoke  about  Paris  to  the  young  man.  Van- 
dover  was  delighted;  the  Latin  Quarter  became  his  dream. 
Between  the  two  it  was  arranged  that  he  should  go  over 
as  soon  as  he  had  finished  his  course  at  the  High  School. 
The  Old  Gentleman  was  to  take  him  across,  returning 
only  when  he  was  well  established  in  some  suitable  studio. 
At  length  Vandover  graduated,  and  within  three  weeks 
of  that  event  was  on  his  way  to  Europe  with  his  father. 
He  never  got  farther  than  Boston. 

At  the  last  moment  the  Old  Gentleman  wavered.  Van- 
dover was  still  very  young  and  would  be  entirely  alone  in 
Paris,  ignorant  of  the  language,  exposed  to  every  tempta- 
tion. Besides  this,  his  education  would  stop  where  it  was. 
Somehow  he  could  not  make  it  seem  right  to  him  to  cut 
the  young  man  adrift  in  this  fashion.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  Old  Gentleman  had  a  great  many  old-time  friends 
and  business  acquaintances  in  Boston  who  could  be 
trusted  with  a  nominal  supervision  of  his  son  for  four 
years.  He  had  no  college  education  himself,  but  in  some 
vague  way  he  felt  convinced  that  Vandover  would  be  a 
better  artist  for  a  four  years'  course  at  Harvard. 

\  andover  took  his  father's  decision  hardly.  He  had 
never  thought  of  being  a  college-man  and  nothing  in  that 
life  appealed  to  him.  He  urged  upon  his  father  the  loss 
of  time  that  the  course  would  entail,  but  his  father  met 
this  objection  by  offering  to  pay  for  any  artistic  tuition 
that  would  not  interfere  with  the  regular  college  work. 

Little  by  little  the  idea  of  college  life  became  more  at- 
tractive to  Vandover;  at  the  worst,  it  was  only  postponing 
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the  PMi.  trip,  not  .bandoning  it.  Bead.,  thJ..  two  of 
S"  '*"»»''«'»  the  High  School  we«  expectimTto  «t^ 
H«vaH  that  faU.  and  he  could  look  fZSo  .  tj 
ple«ant  four  year,  .pent  in  their  companT^ 

Out  at  Cambridge  the  term  wa,  just  closing.  The  Old 
Gentleman',  friend,  procu^d  him  ticket,  to  se^^^ 
^emore-mportantfunction,.  From  the  galletySMl:! 
™J  Hall  Vandover  and  hi,  father  «w  «,me  of  the  great 
chmjer,;  tiq.  went  up  to  New  London  for  the  boTt-SS 
U.qr  gamed  admittance  to  the  historic  Yard  Tc^' 
day.  and  saw  the  stramte  football  „..l,  t  a 
the  "Tw*  "    Tk  ^T  \°°"^  ™*  fo'  flowers  around 

vard  ^o' the  last  time,  and  later  Mw  them  receive  thei, 
diplomas  at  Sander's  Theatre. 

„f  ^^  «P*t '*«»°<'°ies  of  the  place,  the  pictup.,oueness 
of  the  elm-shaded  Yard  thi-  oIH  ~wi  j  ■»  •  *"™*™ 
with  iw  tl..  .  . \.  ""*  "''*  ■**•  donnitones  covered 
r  ^,  ""^oaations  and  traditions  of  the  buildings 

the  venerable  pump.  LongfeUow's  room,  the  lecturTS 
where  the  minute-men  had  barr«=ked.  ail  of  thS  L^ 
n  he  end,  appealed  strengly  to  Vandover's  imaginaZ 
Instead  of  passing  the  summer  months  in  an  oceTvI^' 
tTse*::?  •«»•'--»«>  ioumey.  he  at  h«t  becarc^nZ 
to  settle  down  to  work  under  a  tutor,  "boning  up"  for 
tie^e«umnaUon,.    His  father  returned  to  San  Fr^cii^' 

Vandover  matriculated  the  September  of  the  «une 
year^n  the  first  of  October  he  signed  the  coUege^* 
and  became  a  Harvard  freshman.    At  that  Zlf. 
eighteen  years  old.  ^^     At  that  tmie  he  was 


CHAPTER  TWO 

Therx  was  little  of  the  stubborn  or  unyieldiug  about 
Vandover,  his  personality  was  not  strong,  his  nature 
pliable  and  he  rearranged  himself  to  -  uit  his  new  envi- 
ronment at  Harvard  very  rapidly.  Before  the  end  of  the 
first  semester  he  had  become  to  all  outward  appearances 
a  typical  Harvardian.  He  wore  corduroy  vests  and  a 
gray  felt  hat,  the  brim  turned  down  over  his  eyes.  He 
smoked  a  pipe  and  bought  himself  a  brindled  bull-terrier. 
He  cut  his  lectures  as  often  as  he  dared,  "ragged"  signs 
and  barber-poles,  and  was  in  continual  evidence  about 
Foster's  and  among  Leavitt  and  Pierce's  billiard-tobies. 
When  the  great  football  games  came  off  he  worked  himself 
irto  a  frenzy  of  excitement  over  them  and  even  tried  to 
make  several  of  his  class  teams,  though  without  success. 

He  chummed  with  Charlie  Geaiy  and  with  young 
DoUiver  Haight,  the  two  San  Francisco  boys.  The  three 
were  continually  together.  Thej-  took  the  same  courses, 
dined  at  *he  same  teble  in  Memorial  Hall  and  would  have 
shared  the  same  room  if  it  had  been  possible.  Vandover 
and  Charlie  Geary  were  fortunate  enough  to  get  b  room 
in  Matthew's  on  the  lower  floor  looking  out  upon  the 
Yard;  young  Haight  was  obliged  to  put  up  with  an  outside 
room  in  a  boarding  house. 

Vandover  had  grown  up  with  these  fellows  and  during 
all  his  life  was  thrown  in  their  company.  Haight  was  a 
17 
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i^^!;'"^or'^  i""" "'  '^  '■""^'  ^"^  ""^^  ••«««' 

every  momiiig  he  went   to  Chapel.    He  wu  alway. 
pohte.  even  to  hi,  two  friends.    He  ii.vari.bly  tried  to  be 

mark^  *'^'  *'''"^'"  '"   ""»  "t^Sy 

Gea^  wa.  quite  different.    He  never  could  forget  him- 

»etf.    He  was  incessantly  tallcing  about  what  he  had 

tZv   T  *°'?.  *°  ''"•    ^^  *'"'  "■"'"'"^  he  would  in- 
form Vandover  of  how  many  hours  he  had  slept  and  of  the 
d«ams  he  had  dreamed.    In  the  evening  he  would  tell 
hun  eveiythmg  he  had  done  that  day;  the  things  he  had 
said,  how  many  ,    t„„,  he  had  cut.  what  brilliant  recita- 
tions  he  had  made,  and  even  what  food  he  had  eaten  at 
Memorial.    He  was  pushing,  self-confident,  veo'  shrewd 
and  clever,  devoured  with  an  inordinate  ambition  and 
particularly  pleased  when  he  could  get  the  better  of  any- 
body  even  of  Vandover  or  of  young  Haight.    He  de- 
aghted  to  assume  the  management  of  things.     Vandover 
he  made  his  prolog*,  taking  over  the  charge  of  such  busi' 
ness  as  the  two  had  in  common.    It  was  he  who  hau 
found  the  room  m  Matthew's,  getting  it  away  from  all 
other  applicants,  securing  it  at  the  eleventh  hour.    He  put 

IC^rZ«^'""  r  *''"  ''"*'"«  '"*  »*  Memorial.  L 
that  he  filled  out  his  blanks  at  the  proper  time,  helped 
him  balance  his  accounts,  guided  him  in  the  choice  of  Ws 
courses  and  in  the  making  out  of  his  study-card 

"Look  here.  Charlie."  Vandover  would  exclaim,  throw- 
ing down  the  Announcement  of  Courses.  "I  can't  make 
th^s  thing  out.  Ifsallinaungle.  See  here.  IVe  got  to 
fill  up  my  hours  some  way  or  other;  you  straighten  this 
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I  thing  out  for  me.    Find  me  some  nice  little  courw,  two 
I  hours  a  week.  My,  that  comes  late  in  the  morning,  a  good 
hour  after  breakfast;  something  easy,  all  lectures,  no  out- 
aide  reading,  nice  instructor  and  all  that."    And  Geary 
would  glance  over  the  complicated  schedule,  cleverly 
I  untangling  it  at  once  and  would  find  two  or  three  such 
I  courses  as  Vandover  desired. 

Vandover's  yielding  disposition  led  him  to  submit  to 

j  Geary's  dictatorship  and  he  thus  early  began  to  contract 

easy,  irresponsible  habits,  becoming  indolent,  shirking 

I  his  duty  whenever  he  could,  sure  that  Geary  would  think 

for  the  two  and  pull  him  out  of  any  difficulty  into  which 

I  he  might  drift. 

Otherwise  the  three  freshmen  were  very  nmch  alike. 
I  They  were  hardly  more  than  boys  and  full  of  boyish 
spirits  and  activity.    They  began  to  see  "college  life." 
Vandover  was  already  smoking;  pretty  soon  he  began  to 
drink.    He  affected  beer,  whisky  he  loathed,  and  such 
wine  as  was  not  too  expensive  was  either  too  sweet  or 
I  too  sour.    It  became  a  custom  for  the  three  to  go  into 
I  town  two  or  three  nights  in  the  week  and  have  beer  and 
Welsh  rabbits  at  Billy  Park's.     On  these  occasions,  how- 
ever, young  Haight  drank  only  beer,  he  never  touched 
wine  or  spirits. 

It  was  in  Billy  Park's  the  evening  after   the  football 
game  between  the  Yale  and  Harvard  freshmen  that  Van- 
dover was  drunk  for  the  first  time.     He  was  not  so  drunk 
I  but  that  he  knew  he  was,  and  the  knowledge  of  the  fact 
so  terrified  him  that  it  kept  him  from  getting  very  bad. 
I  The  first  sensation  soon  wore  off,  and  by  the  time  that 
;  Geary  took  charge  of  "  im  and  brought  him  back  to  Cam- 
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bridge  he  wm  diqxMed  to  treat  thi  affair  lev  aviouily 
Nevertheteu  when  he  got  to  hi.  room  he  looked  at  hii^^ 
self  m  the  mirror  a  long  time,  wying  to  himielf  over  and 
over  again.  "I'm  drunk -jurt  regularly  drunk.  Good 
Heavenil  what  mmid  the  governor  say  to  thitt" 

In  the  morning  he  was  surprised  to  find  that  he  felt 
so  litUe  ashamed.    Geaiy  and  young  Haight  treated  the 
matter  as  a  huge  joke  and  told  him  of  certain  funny 
thmgs  he  had  said  and  done  and  which  he  had  entirely 
forgotten.    It  was  impossible  for  him  to  take  the  matter 
seriously  even  if  he  had  wished  to.  and  within  a  few  weeks 
he  was  drunk  again.    He  found  that  he  was  not  an  excep- 
tion; Geaiy  was  often  drunk  with  him.  fully  a  third  of  all 
the  Harvard  men  he  knew  were  intoxicated  at  different 
limes.    It  was  out  of  the  quesUon  for  Vandover  to  con- 
sider them  as  drunkards.    Certainly,  neither  b-  a-,  ^ly 
of  the  others  drank  because  they  liked  the  beer;  after  the 
fifth  or  sixth  glass  it  was  all  thqr  could  do  to  force  down 
another.    Such  being  the  case,   Vandover  often  asked 
himself  why  he  got  drunk  at  all.    This  quesUon  he  was 
never  able  to  answer. 

It  was  the  same  with  gambling.  At  first  the  idea  of 
playing  cards  for  money  shocked  him  beyond  aU  expres- 
sion. But  soon  he  found  that  a  great  many  of  the  feUows. 
fellows  like  young  Haight.  beyond  question  steady,  sen- 
sible and  even  worthy  of  emulation  in  other  ways,  "went 
in  for  that  sort  of  thing."  Eveiy  now  and  then  Vandover's 
"crowd"  got  together  in  his  room  in  Matthew's,  and 
played  Van  John  "for  keeps,"  as  they  said,  until  far  into 
the  night.  Vandover  joined  them.  The  stakes  were 
snail,  he  lost  as  often  as  he  won.  but  the  habit  of  the  cards 
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never  grew  upon  him.  It  wm  like  the  beer,  he  "went  in 
for  it"  becaiue  the  others  did,  without  knowing  why. 
Ge«iy,  however,  drew  hia  line  at  gambling;  he  never  talked 
Bgcinst  it  or  tried  to  influence  Vandover,  but  he  never 
could  be  induced  to  play  "for  keeps"  himself. 

One  veiy  warm  Sunday  afternoon  in  the  first  days  of 
April,  when  the  last  snows  wer*  melting,  Vandover  and 
Geaiy  were  in  their  room,  sitting  at  opposite  ends  of  their 
window-seat,  Geary  translating  his  Monday's  "  Horace  "  by 
the  help  of  a  Bohn's  translation,  Vandover  making  a 
pen  and  ink  drawing  for  the  next  Lampoon.    A  couple  of 
I  young  women  passed  down  the  walk,  going  across  the 
Yard  toward  the  Square.    Th«y  were  cheaply  and  show- 
ily dressed.    One  of  them  wore  a  mannish  shirtwaist, 
with  a  high  collar  and  scarf.    The  other  had  taken  off  her 
gloves  and  was  swinging  a  bright  red  cape  in  one  of  her 
bare  hands.    As  the  couple  passed  they  stared  caliuiy  at 
the  two  young  fellows  in  the  window;  Vandover  lowered 
I  his  eyes  over  his  work,  blushing,  he  could  not  tell  why. 
I  Geaiy  stared  back  at  them,  following  them  with  his  eyes 
until  they  had  gone  by. 
All  at  once  he  began  laughing  and  pounding  on  the 
I  window. 

"Oh,  for  goodness  sake,  quit!"  exclaimed  Vandover  in 
great  alarm,  twisting  off  the  window-seat  and  shrinking 
back  out  of  sight  into  the  room.  "Quit,  Charlie;  you 
don't  want  to  insult  a  giri  that  way."  Geaiy  looked  at 
him  over  his  shoulder  in  some  surprise,  and  was  about 
to  answer  when  he  turned  to  the  window  again  and  ex- 
I  claimed,  grinning  and  waving  his  hand: 

"Oh,  just  come  here.  Skinny:  get  on  to  this,  will  you.' 
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Ah,  come  here  and  look,  you  old  chump!  Do  you  think 
they're  nice  girls?  Just  take  a  look  at  them."  Vandover 
peered  timidly  around  Geary's  head  and  saw  that  the 
two  girls  were  looking  back  and  laughing,  and  that  the 
one  with  the  red  cape  was  waving  it  at  them. 

At  supper  that  night  they  saw  the  girls  in  the  gallery 
of  Memorial.  They  pointed  them  out  to  young  Haight, 
and  Geary  at  length  managed  to  attract  their  attention. 
After  supper  the  three  freshmen,  together  with  two  of 
their  sophomore  acquaintances,  strolled  slowly  over 
toward  the  Yard,  lighting  their  pipes  and  cigarettes. 
All  at  once,  as  they  turned  into  the  lower  gate,  they  came 
full  upon  the  same  pair  of  girls.  They  were  walking  fast, 
talking  and  laughing  very  loudly. 

"Track!"  called  out  one  of  the  sophomores,  and  the 
group  of  young  fellows  parted  to  let  them  pass.  The 
sophomore  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  regret,  "Don't  be  in 
such  a  huny,  girls."  Vandover  became  scarlet  and 
turned  his  face  away,  but  the  girls  looked  back  and  laughed 
good-naturedly.  "Come  on,"  said  the  sophomore.  The 
group  closed  around  the  girls  and  brought  them  to  a 
standstill;  they  were  not  in  the  least  embarrassed  at  this, 
but  laughed  more  than  ever.  Neither  of  them  was  pretty, 
but  there  was  a  certain  attraction  about  them  that 
pleased  Vandover  immensely.    He  was  very  excited. 

Then  there  was  a  very  embarrassing  pause.  No  one 
knew  what  to  say.  Geary  alone  regained  his  assurance 
at  length,  and  began  a  lively  interchange  of  chaff  with 
one  of  them.  The  others  could  only  stand  about  snd 
smile. 
"  Well,"  cried  the  other  girl  after  a  while,  "I  ain't  going 
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to  stand  here  in  the  snow  all  m.^hf.  Let's  take  a  walk; 
come  along.  I  choose  yim.'  Before  Vt^dover  knew  it 
she  had  taken  his  arm.  The  iophomore  ictnaged  in  some 
way  to  pair  ofiF  with  the  otlier  girl;  Hai^ht  had  already 
left  the  group;  the  two  couples  started  o£F,  while  Geaiy 
and  the  other  sophomore  who  were  left  out  followed 
awkwardly  in  the  rear  for  a  little  way  and  then  disap- 
peared. 

Vandover  was  so  excited  that  he  could  scarcely  speak. 
This  was  a  new  experience.  At  first  it  attracted  him,  but 
the  hopeless  vulgarity  of  the  girl  at  his  side,  her  tawdry 
clothes,  her  sordid,  petty  talk,  her  slang,  her  miserable 
profanity,  soon  began  to  revolt  him.  He  felt  that  he 
could  not  keep  his  self-respect  while  such  a  girl  hung  upon 
his  arm. 

"Say,"  said  the  girl  at  length,  "didn't  I  see  you  in  town 
the  other  afternoon  on  Washington  Street?  " 

"Maybe  you  did,"  answered  Vandover,  trying  to  be 
polite.     "I'm  down  there  pretty  often." 

"Well,  I  gaess  yes,"  she  answered.  "You  Harvard 
sports  make  a  regular  promenade  out  o'  Washington 
Street  Saturday  afternoons.  I  suppose  I've  seen  you 
down  there  pretty  often,  but  didn't  notice.  Do  you  stand 
or  walk?" 

Vandover's  gorge  rose  with  disgust.  He  stopped 
abruptly  and  pulled  away  from  the  girl.  Not  only  did 
she  disgtist  him,  but  he  felt  sorry  for  her;  he  felt  ashamed 
and  pitiful  for  a  woman  who  had  fallen  so  low.  Still  he 
tried  to  be  polite  to  her;  he  did  not  know  how  to  be  rude 
with  any  kind  of  woman. 

"You'  11  have  to  excuse  me,"  he  said,  taking  off  his  hat. 
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'I  don't  bdieve  I  can  take  a  walk  with  you  to-night  I- 
you  see  - 1  ve  got  a  good  deal  of  work  to  do;  I  think  I'll 
have  to  leave  you  "  Then  he  bowed  to  her  with  luTw 
m  h.s  hand,  hw^ymg  away  before  she  could  answer  him  a 

^  ]^  found  Gea^r  alone  in  their  room,  cribbing  "Horace" 

T  "IJ'.r"  ^•"  ^"^  ^''-  "I  ^<^^  tho^e  chippies 
I  sued  them  up  right  away.  I  was  clever  enough  for'haT 
They  were  no  good.    I  thought  you  would  get  enough  of 

settS'  tit"' .""r"  ^^  ''""'°^^'  '^''^  •  -»'"'=• «  h« 
settled  to  his  draWmg.     "She  was  pretty  common,  but 

anyhow  I  don't  want  to  help  bring  down  a  poor  gir  Mke 
^at  any  Werthan  she  is  already."  This  ^yingltruck 
^^ndover  as  bemg  ve.y  good  an.!  noble,  and  he  toZd 
occasion  to  repeat  it  to  young  Haight  the  next  day. 

But  within  three  days  of  this,  at  the  time  when  Van 
^over  would  have  fancied  himself  farthest  fromll"; 
"img,  he  underwent  a  curious  reaction.  On  a  certain 
evening,  moved  by  an  unreasoned  instinct,  he  sougtr^ 
the  gir  who  had  just  filled  him  with  such  deep  pfty  Jd 
such  violent  disgust,  and  that  night  did  not  Lme  b^k 
^  the  „K.m  m  Matthew's.  The  thing  was  done  alZt 
a^hfdfd       rJ'    H^-^'-l-'tellwhyhehadrtS 

^if  :Si::/it':''  '^'^'  ---'^  -"^  ^-  •-•-«'  '■- 

He  passed  the  next  few  days  in  a  veriUble  agony  of  re- 
^ntance,  overwhelmed  by  a  sense  of  shame  and  dilono" 

Jat  were  almost  feminine  in  their  bitterness  and  intensity. 
He  felt  hmiself  lost,  unworthy,  and  as  if  he  could  nev^ 
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is 


agun  look  a  pure  woman  in  the  eyes  unless  with  an  abom- 
inable hypocrisy.  He  was  ashamed  even  before  Geary 
and  young  Haight,  and  went  so  far  as  to  send  a  long  letter 
to  his  father  acknowledging  and  deploring  what  he  had 
done,  asking  for  his  forgiveness  and  reiterating  his  resolve 
to  shun  such  a  thing  forever  after. 

What  had  been  bashf ulness  in  the  boy  developed  in  the 
young  man  to  a  profound  respect  and  an  instinctive  regard 
for  women.  This  stood  him  in  good  stead  throughout 
all  his  four  years  of  Harvard  life.  In  general,  he  kept 
himself  pretty  straight.  There  were  plenty  of  fast  girls 
and  lost  women  about  Cambridge,  but  Vandover  found 
that  he  could  not  associate  with  them  to  any  degree  of 
satisfaction.  He  never  knew  how  to  take  them,  never 
could  rid  himself  of  the  idea  that  they  were  to  be  treated 
as  ladies.  They,  on  their  part,  did  not  like  him;  he  was 
too  diffident,  too  courteous,  too  "slow."  They  preferred 
the  rough  self-assertion  and  easy  confidence  of  Geary, 
who  never  took  "no"  as  an  answer  and  who  could  chaff 
with  them  on  their  own  ground. 

Vandover  did  poor  work  at  Harvard  andonlygraduated, 
as  Geary  said,  "  by  a  squeak."  Besides  his  regular  studies 
he  took  time  to  pass  three  afternoons  a  week  in  the  studio 
it  a  Boston  artist,  where  he  studied  anatomy  and  com- 
position and  drew  figures  from  the  nude.  In  the  summer 
vacations  he  did  not  return  home,  but  accompanied  this 
artist  on  sketching  tours  along  the  coast  of  Maine.  His 
style  improved  immensely  the  moment  he  abandoned  flat 
studies  and  began  to  work  directly  from  Nature.  He 
drew  figures  well,  showed  a  feeling  for  desolate  landscapes, 
and  even  gave  promise  of  a  good  eye  for  colour.    But  he 
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^^Zt^JT'Zt  '^■.':.  '"''^''^  «""**°«-  with 

wearied  coaching  that  p„«ed  ^JZuiu^'-Z 
VandoverknewitwouJd.forthatmatter  "" 

overgrown  boy.  «w  and  ell  W t  .fled'r^  "  ''^'''^■ 
in  society,  diffident.  awkwa7  Now  h  *  f '  ~°f ''"'"^^ 
well-Wed  H.ry^ZM^''  '""''  •"  *'"' 
matter  of  dress,  very  re^S  ^h!  '"'"""'  '"  '^' 

-  a  delightful  ci;Soi«rffir^thf  "'"•''' 

'°Th1;  ^^•^'^T'^-'''-^''--acha"lg£w"'"  "'- 
^^^odestaho.  it  that  few  Crrrh^lX 

men  liked  him  be^'Ti;  """  ''"'^  P^P"'""  '^^ 

Ward,  anith^:^!:  ^17'"'^'  "  ^*'"«^*- 
and  so  deferential.  ''^  '"'"  ^  '^P**""' 

habit mls'llr'  "' 7^*'°"*  •^°"*'-*^«  -y 
and  an  iXZ  to  aW  ^''"''"'^'"'"'^^"■-'^"'tyf 

he  never  thought"       A  i    ''^*«T^»''''  '>"«es.    Cards 
asaglassofbSr  ^*  ""^  ™"  »'>''' ^e  drank  so  much 

oM^line.  and  values  we.  d.r:Sri:';rr 
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had  been  sagging  lower  and  lower.  At  the  same  time 
the  interest  on  loans  and  insurances  had  increased,  and 
real  estate  was  brought  to  a  standstill;  one  spoke  bitterly 
of  a  certain  great  monopoly  that  was  ruining  both  the  city 
and  state.  Vandover's  father  had  suffered  with  the  rest, 
and  now  told  his  son  that  he  could  not  at  this  time  afford 
to  send  him  to  Paris!.  He  would  have  to  wait  for  better 
times. 

At  first  this  was  a  sharp  grief  to  Vandover;  for  years  he 
had  looked  forward  to  an  artist's  life  in  the  Quarter.  For 
a  time  he  was  inconsolable,  then  at  length  readjusted 
himself  good-naturedly  to  suit  the  new  order  of  things 
with  as  little  compunction  as  before,  when  he  had  entered 
Harvard.  He  found  that  he  could  be  contented  in  almost 
any  environment,  the  weakness,  the  certain  pliability  of 
his  character  easily  fitting  itself  into  new  grooves,  reshaping 
itself  to  suit  new  circumstances.  He  prevailed  upon  his 
father  to  allow  him  to  have  a  downtown  studio.  In  a 
little  while  he  was  perfectly  happy  again. 

Vandover's  love  for  his  art  was  keen.  On  the  whole  he 
kept  pretty  steadily  to  his  work,  spending  a  good  six  hours 
at  his  easel  every  day,  very  absorbed  over  the  picture  in 
hand.  He  was  working  up  into  large  canvases  the  sketches 
he  had  made  along  the  Maine  coast,  great,  empty  ex- 
panses of  sea,  sky,  and  sand-dune,  full  of  wind  and  sun. 
They  were  really  admirable.  He  even  sold  one  of  them. 
The  Old  Gentleman  was  delighted,  signed  him  a  check 
for  twenty  dollars,  and  told  him  that  in  three  years  he 
could  afford  to  send  him  abroad. 

In  the  meanwhile  Vandover  set  himself  to  enjoy  the 
new  life.    Little  by,  little  his  "set"  formed  around  him; 
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and  clerk,  in  insu^^  ^rv^J^^I."''^^'" 
dearly  that  he  wLlrJ^T-  "^"^""^  """^  "»<*  -"^ 

Wrmed  at  ut  butSr^TXcrr  t?  "^^ 
tiveness  had  been  hl..nt«l    •       u  •    ^        ^  ^*  ^™«'- 

•««  midaAi  i.  .1,  .  ■    .     ■«'"'"'»'»  I*  <l»t  b.8«i 
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•o  long  stood  in  his  way.  He  knew  that  it  was  the  wilful 
and  deliberate  corruption  of  part  of  that  which  was  best 
in  him;  he  was  sony  for  it.  but  persevered,  nevertheless, 
ashamed  of  his  old-time  timidity,  his  ignorance,  his  boyish 
purity. 

For  a  second  time  the  animal  in  him.  the  perverse  evil 
brute,  awoke  and  stirred.  The  idea  of  resistance  hardly 
occurred  to  Vandover;  it  would  be  hard,  it  would  be  dis- 
agreeable to  resist,  and  Vandover  had  not  accustomed 
himself  to  the  performance  of  hard,  disagreeable  duties. 
They  were  among  the  unpleasant  things  that  he  shirked. 
He  told  himself  that  later  on.  when  he  had  grown  older 
and  steadier  and  had  profited  by  experience  and  knowledge 
of  the  world,  when  he  was  stronger,  in  a  word,  he  would 
curb  the  thing  and  restrain  it.  He  saw  no  danger  in  such 
a  course.    It  was  what  other  men  did  with  impunity. 

In  company  with  Geary  and  young  Haight  he  had 
come  to  frequent  a  certain  one  of  the  fast  cafds  of  the  city. 
Here  he  met  and  became  acquainted  with  a  girl  called 
Flossie.  It  was  the  opportunity  for  which  he  was  waiting, 
and  he  seized  it  at  once. 

This  time  there  was  no  recoil  of  conscience,  no  shame, 
no  remorse;  he  even  felt  a  better  estimation  of  himself, 
that  self-respect  that  comes  with  wider  experiences  and 
with  larger  views  of  life.  He  told  himself  that  aU  men 
should  at  one  time  see  certain  phases  of  the  world;  it 
rounded  out  one's  life.  After  all,  one  had  to  be  a  man  of 
the  world.  Those  men  only  were  perverted  who  aUowed 
themselves  to  be  corrupted  by  such  vice. 

Thus  it  was  that  Vandover,  by  degrees,  drifted  into  the 
life  of  a  certain  class  of  the  young  men  of  the  city.    Vice 
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•elf  to  gratify  its  den«nds.  feeding  its  Z^^^ 
from  that  part  of  him  which  iJl^V^tT^        "°*" 
cleanest,  and  the  best.  ^"''^  ^  ^  ^  P^'^.  the 

Ttree  years  passed  in  this  fashion. 


CHAPTEB  THREE 

Vandoveb  had  decided  at  lunch  that  day  that  he  would 
not  go  back  to  work  at  his  studio  in  the  afternoon,  but 
would  stay  at  home  instead  and  read  a  very  interesting 
story  about  two  men  who  had  bought  a  wrecked  opium 
ship  for  fifty  thousand  dollars,  and  had  aftemard  dis- 
covered that  she  conUined  only  a  few  tins  of  the  drug. 
He  was  curious  to  see  how  it  turned  out;  the  studio  was  a 
long  way  downtown,  the  day  was  a  little  cold,  and  he  felt 
that  he  would  enjoy  a  little  relaxation.  Anyhow,  he 
meant  to  stay  at  home  and  put  in  the  whole  afternoon  on 
a  good  novel. 

But  even  when  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  do  ihh  he 
did  not  immediately  get  out  his  book  and  settle  down  to  it. 
Alter  lunch  he  loitered  about  the  house  while  his  meal 
digested,  feeling  very  comfortable  and  contented.  He 
strummed  his  banjo  a  litUe  and  played  over  upon  the 
piano  the  tiiree  pieces  he  had  picked  up:  two  were  polkas, 
and  the  third,  the  an:  of  a  topical  song;  he  always  played 
the  three  together  and  in  the  same  sequence.  Then  he 
strolled  up  to  his  room,  and  brushed  his  hair  for  a  while, 
trying  to  make  it  lie  very  flat  and  smooth.  After  this  he 
went  out  to  look  at  Mi.  Corkle,  the  terrier,  and  let  him 
run  a  bit  in  the  garden;  then  he  felt  as  though  he  must 
have  a  smoke,  and  so  went  back  to  his  room  and  fiUed 
his  pipe.  When  it  v .  3  going  weU,  he  took  down  his  book 
31 
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He  went  out  '^^Z^T^i^t^^^ZT  '^■ 

half  of  August  is  cold  ^S^ZIZ'  ?L  ""^  '"* 
warm  and  snue,  the  *rp.h  a  ""**•  "e  room  was 
the  good  tobact t  hTstr  J!!? ,?" '"  ""^  '^«^'««>-. 
and  his  novel  wa  inteTr  '"''^  ''^'' "  ''"^P^*  ki««. 
calm  and  -th7d  ^^2^17"^^ "  «"  '*'' 
pleasure  of  the  occ JofSl T  "*'  """^  '"""^  ^  ^he 
dwwsingcat.  ^*^  ""^  '"^^  complacency  of  a 

pii^r^rreredttttSth-'^r^  ^'- — 

he  loved  to  sleep     HrLt^tl  j!' Ll^""'  *°  *"  ""-• 
helikedtohaveagoS^I  """^  """^  '""^'^  - 

At  about  half-past  four  o'clock  !,»  „ 
stopping-place  in  his  book  [h^f  u    ""^  *°  "  ^"^ 

ling,  and  Ws  interlsX^TSe     «'^*  *".''"--'- 
Corkle  ofif  his  lap  and  «nf  .  °^  P*"**^  ^r. 

window.  '^  *°*  "P  ^'^^S  and  went  to  the 

-endows  initrrban^-r;:; 
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diwctly  in  the  middle  between  the  window,  of  the  pwlour 
and  those  of  the  library,  while  over  the  vestibule  was  a 
sort  of  balcony  that  no  one  ever  thought  of  using.    The 
house  was  set  in  a  large  well-kept  yard.    The  kwn  was 
pretty:  an  enormous  eucalyptus  tree  grew  at  one  comer 
Wearer  to  the  house  were  magnolia  and  banana  trees 
growing  side  by  side  with  pines  and  firs.    Humming-birds 
buUt  m  these,  and  one  could  hear  their  curious  little  war- 
bling mingling  with  the  hoarse  chirp  of  the  English  spar- 
rows which  nested  under  the  eaves.    The  back  yard  was 
separated  from  the  hiwn  by  a  high  fence  of  green  kttice- 
work.    The  hens  and  chickens  were  kept  here  and  two 
rooster,    one  of  which  crowed  every  time  a  cable-car 
passed  the  house.    On  the  door  cut  through  the  Uttice- 
fence  was  a  sign.  "Look  Out  for  the  Dog."    dose  to  the 
unused  barn  stood  an  immense  windmill  with  enormous 
arms;  when  the  wind  blew  in  the  afternoon  the  sails 

from  the  artesian  well  sunk  beneath.  There  was  a  smaU 
conservatory  where  the  orchids  were  kept.  Altogether. 
>t  was  a  charming  place.  However,  adjoining  it  was 
a  huge  vacant  lot  with  cows  in  it.  It  was  fhll  of  dry 
weeds  and  heaps  of  ashes,  while  around  it  was  an  enor- 
mous  fence  painted  with  signs  of  cigars,  patent  bitters,  and 
soap. 

Vandover  stood  at  a  front  window  and  looked  out  on  a 

TaZ^7  ^"°"^'-  '^^  ^''^'*^*''«  -^t^""""  trades 
had  been  blowing  hard  since  three,  strong  and  brisk  from 
the  ocean,  driving  hard  through  the  Golden  Gate  and 
fiUing  the  city  with  a  taint  of  salt.  Now  the  fog  was  com- 
ing m;  Vandover  could  see  great  patches  of  it  sweeping 
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over  Nob  HuT  iTT^  ZTS'  '""  "^'^  ^  '*  '^'-'-d 
and  then  crawled  J    !^      ''•*'**^=  *  «'»''<^t  now 

On  the  opposite  ridewalk  1^1,11'.  .n,l  T*"  ■'~"'  ""• 
downhill  on  their  X.^Tt.,"?'  .T  ~"""« 
The  cable  in  it3  slot  W.  ^"''  ''"»ke-wagons. 

The  whole  view  wL  S.  ?  7  ""*"*"'  ^""  ""<«  '='«=''• 

Yes.   said  Vandover.  "I  g„ess  I  am.  a  litUe  " 

Hi^Paper.«XZrnS;?"^"  ""  ^•'"'^'  '^''-^  °- 

^  WeU.whereareyougoingto-nightP- 
imgomgtoseemyirirl   'goiMV._j 

foreseeing  the  usual  a„«t  „     u       ?     ""*•  "^"S:  ^« 

B  "ic  usual  question,  he  adderf   "imi  u     i 
about  eleven,  I  guess"  •  "=  »aaea.     111  be  home 
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••riu*^;'/  '"'l'^  ^  ^•°''°^*'  "  ^  "P*"-^  "»•  door. 
Ill  not  forget  it  agam.    Good-night,  governor." 

Vandover  u^  to  call  on  Turner  Ravi,  about  twice  a 
week;  people  Mid  they  were  engaged.    Thi.  wa»  not  so. 

Vandover  h«l  met  Mi«  Ravi.  «,me  two  year,  befor*. 
For  a  time  the  two  had  been  sincerely  in  love  with  each 
other,  and  though  there  was  never  any  talk  of  marriage 
between  them,  they  seemed  to  have  some  sort  of  tacit 
understanding.  But  by  this  time  Vandover  had  somehow 
outgrown  the  idea  of  manying  Turner.  He  stUl  kept 
up  the  fiction,  persuaded  that  Turner  must  understand 
the  way  things  had  come  to  be.  However,  he  was  still 
ve^  fond  of  her;  she  was  a  frank,  sweet-tempered  girl 

'o°  hiL"^  ''""^*  '"'*  ''  """  '*""«''*'"'  ^  ^^^  l^*'  ^ 
Vandover  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  the  fact  that  young 
Haight  was  veiy  seriouriy  in  love  with  Turner.  But  he 
was  sure  that  Turner  preferred  him  to  his  chum  She 
was  too  sincere,  too  frank,  too  conscientious  to  pracUse 
any  deception  on  him. 

TherewasquiteapartyattheRavises'housethateven- 
Jng  when  Vandover  arrived.  Young  Haight  was  there,  of 
cour^.  and  Charlie  Geary.  Besides  Turner  herself  there 
was  Henrietta  Vance,  a  stout,  pretty  giri.  with  pop  eyes 
•nd  a  htUe  nose,  who  Uughed  all  the  time  and  who  was 
very  popular.  These  were  aU  part  of  Vandover's  set; 
they  caUed  each  other  by  their  first  munes  and  went 
everywhere  together.  Almost  eveiy  Saturday  evening 
th.gr  got  together  at  Turner's  house  and  played  whist 
or  euchre,  or  sometimes  even  poker.  "Just  for  love."  as 
Turner  said. 
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When  Vandover  came  in  they  were  aU  talking  at  the 

tbatith^haprned^rin^m*-'*  '^^ 

I  don  t  know,"  answered  Vandover     "It  HMn^      i, 
"r^/.'^^'^-enknowtherewasL."  *'"^*"'*'' 

!«« «  WS^^  °"  2f  ''-^^  *-  i-^  -bout 
"Of.   iT  "^'T^'  protested  young  Haight. 

HeiVree':^'"*  '^'^  "'"'^  '^^^  ^*  --."  »Hed 

-;-^  it  stopped  orjsrn:;r„ra?£ 

-.We2enl":?i--SL'':^'"^- 
said  ClT^l^r  "'^  "  '^'^^  "'  ''^^^  it  is  to  be?" 

we  start  in  now  that  Van  has  come?"    TW   i     ^      ? 

At  ten  o'clock  Gearv  said   "T^f.      .""^°"»«way. 
round  _  »!,  ♦  J  '    ^*  *  •!""'  "^tep  this  hand 
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during  the  evening.    It  was  HenrietU  Vance  who  took 

"t^If SS^ftSrr '^^^ -^ '^^^  "•-*'>- '-«*' 

Thqr  began  to  do  tricks  with  the  cards.    Young  Haight 

Aowed  themaveiy  good  trick  by  which  he  could  nudcette 
pack  br^  eveor  time  at  the  ace  of  dubs.    Vandover 

«c^ed:    "I-ndmearilkhatandninetydoUarsId 

hIh^hT  ''«**'^**^'*y°"  ever  saw."  which  sent 
Hennetta  Vance  off  mto  shrieks  of  laughter.  Then  Geary 
took  the  canb  out  of  young  Haighfs  hands,  asking  them 
if  they  knew  <Am  trick.  '^'^  mem 

Turner  said  yes  she  knew  it.  but  the  others  did  not. 
and  G«iry  showed  it  to  them.    It  was  interminable 

Srilrf  r "  r  '^^  '•"*  >*  ••-^  -*«>  ^« 

deck,  ^en  the  deck  was  shuffled  and  divided  into  three 
l^  ""fT  "^  °^*  '  ""^"^  calculation  si! 
l^ted  one  of  these  piles,  shuffled  it.  and  gave  it  back  to 

her.adungherrfAe  saw  her  card  in  itjthen  more  shuffling 

exhausted  When  Geary  foaUy  produced  a  jacJ  of 
hearts  «u.d  demanded  triumphantly  if  that  was  her  card. 

^hat  card  she  chose.    Geary  said  he  would  do  the  triS 

ShT.  :    ^***^'''°-«-«.  they  all  cried  out.  anl 

he  had  to  give  u  up.  very  irritated  at  HemietU's  stupidity. 
Vexed  at  the  Jl  succes.  of  this  first  trick,  he  retired  a 
little  from  their  conversation,  puzzling  over  the  cards 
thmkmg  out  new  tricks.  Every  now  and  then  he  came 
b«k  among  them,  going  about  from  one  to  another,  hold- 
ing out  the  deck  and  exdaiming.  "Choose  ^  card 
— choose  any  card."  ^^ 
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After  .  wMe  they  lUl  adjourned  to  the  dining-room  «,d 
^«-  «.d  V«.dover  went  out  into  the  kitchiZ^ 

rjtht^         !!!";**''""■    They  came  b.;=kSC 

mg  with  them  a  box  of  «rdine..  a  tin  of  pa*<,  Uuee  q3 

botUes  of  blue-ribbon  beer,  and  what  V^kov^S 

devihsh-ham"sandwiches.  ^ 

W.w  she  spread  the  lunch  on  the  table.    Henrietta 

W^edoutoyfully  at  this,  and  young  HaightX 
leered  to  go  out  to  get  them     "Get  ..V  ••  t.  •   . 

r  ^ «-. ,  -«£>«.  ^  ^-  ^^ 

up.  and  we  won't  eat  till  you  get  back  " 
.1^!  I"*  was  gon*  Turner  got  out  some  half-dozen 
^«»es  for  their  beer.  "Do  you  know."  she  «ud  «T 
»et  the  glasses  on  the  table,  "the  funniest  thing  hapL^ 
|h.s  monung  .»  mamma.  It  was  at  breSrS 
just  drunk  a  glass  of  water  and  was  holding  the  glL^ 
her  hand  Jkethis»-Tumer  took  one  TSieZt; 

to  i«.  when  jJl  atonce  theglass  b«>kerightstraight  a3 
a  nng.  just  below  the  brim,  you  know,  and  wfaU^" 

oSe!!.!!?  !!!i  '^""!'  "^^^  •  "^  exclamation;  the 
others  started  up;  the  very  ghiss  she  held  in  her  haid  at 
^e  mom«.t  crjjcked  and  broke  in  precisely  the  ZLt 
Ae  was  descnbmg.    A  narrow  ring  snapped  frZTI 

top.  droppmgonthefloor.breakingintoahunLl  bits. 
Twner  drew  ma  long  breath,  open-mouthed,  her  hand 

m  ^e  ».r  stUl  holding  the  body  of  the  glass  that  remained 
»^he.finge».    They  all  began  to  exdaim  over  the  woS 

"WeU.  did  you  ever  in  all  your  lifef"  shouted  Miss 


VANDOVEB  AND  THE  BRUTE  89 

Vance,  breakmg  into  a  peal  of  laughter.  Geaiy  cried 
out,  "Ctesar's  ghost!"  and  Vandover  swore  under  his 
breath. 

"If  that  isn't  the  strangest  thing  I  ever  sawP*  cried 
Turner.  "Im't  that  funny  — why  — oh!  I'm  going  to 
try  it  with  another  gUutl"  But  the  second  glass  remained 
intact  Geaiy  recovered  from  his  surprise  and  tried  to 
explain  how  it  could  happen. 

"It  was  the  heat  from  your  fingers  and  the  glass  was 
cold,  you  know,"  he  said  again  and  again. 

But  the  strangeness  of  the  thing  still  held  them.  T'o- 
ner  set  down  the  glass  with  the  others  and  dropped  into  a 
chair,  letting  her  hands  fall  in  her  lap,  looking  into  their 
faces,  nodding  her  head  and  shutting  her  lips : 

"Ah,  no,"  she  said  after  a  while.  "That  w  funny.  It 
kind  of  scares  one."    She  was  actually  pale. 

"Oh,  there's  DoUy  Haight!"  cried  Henrietta  Vance  as 
the  door  bell  rang.  Th^  aU  rushed  to  the  door,  running 
and  scrambling,  eager  to  tell  the  news.  Young  Haight 
stood  bewildered  on  the  door  mat  in  the  vestibule,  his 
arms  full  of  brown-paper  packages,  while  they  recounted 
the  marvel.  The>  all  spoke  at  once,  holding  imaginary 
beer  glasses  toward  him  in  their  outstretched  hands. 
Geaiy,  however,  refused  to  be  carried  away  by  their  ex- 
dtement,  and  one  heard  him  from  time  to  time  repeating, 
between  their  ejacul'.'lons,  "It  was  the  heat  from  her 
fingers,  you  know,  and  the  glass  was  cold." 

Young  Haight  was  confused,  incredulous;  he  could  not 
at  first  make  out  what  had  happened. 

"Well,  just  come  and  look  at  the  broken  gUts  on  the 
fioor,"  shouted  IWner  decisively,  dragging  him  into  the 
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«liniiig-nH,m.    Thq.  waited.  breatUes..  to  hear  what  k. 

marfaces.    Then  he  suddenly  exclaimed: 
Ah,  you're  joking  me." 
"No.  honestly."  pretested  Vandover.  "that  was  iust 
the  way  it  happened."  "««  was  just 

It  waa  some  litUe  time  before  thqr  could  get  over  their 
mipression  of  queemess.  but  by  and  by  ci^^Zl  o^ 
that  the  tanuUe,  were  getting  cold  TiLZuL^  T 
their  lunch,  and  the  fiSt^S^Su^St  2d  ^  ^ 
cut  ks  hp  on  the  edge  of  the  breken  ghss     TM^ 

U^^if^^^^°^--«''"«'-'^vertXS 

Itwasatriflingcut.  Turner  fetched  «,me  court-plaster 
and  h.hp  was  patched  up.  For  aU  that,  it  bled  qS^^^' 
Stn?  ^"  very  embai^ssed;  he  kept  his  h,idker! 
dbef  to  hjs  mouth  and  told  them  repeatedly  to  go  on^i 
theirlunchandnottomindhim.      *^"^  "««<"» '^t* 

As  soon  as  they  were  eating  and  drinking  they  began 
to  be  v^  jolly,  and  Vandover  was  espLalJ  ZT 

shout  with  kughter  by  pretending  that  the  olive  in  Ws 

<«»»<«&  was  a  green  hen's  «^.  "««:  ouve  m  lus 

About  half-past  ten  young  Haight  rose  from  the  Uble 

Af^tLf.'"''"^'^*^'^'*-    "It's  early  yrt." 
Af  to  that^  however,  they  breke  up  very  quickly 

Before  he  eft  Vandover  saw  Turner  in  thTining-room 
alone  for  a  minute.  ^^ 

heidYi"  '  **  ^T,  '^.^"^  to-morrew?"  he  asked,  as  die 
Held  his  overeoat  for  him. 
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"I  don't  know.  Van,"  she  answered.  "You  know  Hen- 
rietta is  going  to  stay  aU  night  with  me,  and  I  think  she 
wiU  want  me  to  go  home  with  her  to-morrow  morning  and 
then  sUy  to  dinner  with  her.  But  I'm  going  to  early 
communion  to-morrow  morning;  why  can't  you  meet  me 
there?" 

"Why,  I  can,"  answered  Vandover,  settling  his  collar. 
"  I  should  like  to  very  much. " 

"WeU,  then,"  she  replied,  "you  can  meet  me  in  front 
of  the  church  al  half-past  seven  o'clock." 

"Hey,  break  away  there!"  cried  Geary  from  the  front 
door.     "  Come  along.  Van,  if  you  are  going  with  us. " 

Turner  let  Vandover  kiss  her  before  they  joined  the 
others.  "  I'U  see  you  at  seven-thirty  to-morrow  morning," 
he  said  as  he  went  away. 

The  three  young  men  went  off  down  the  street,  arm  in 
arm,  smoking  their  cigars  and  cigarettes.  As  soon  as 
they  were  alone,  Charlie  Geary  began  to  teU  the  other 
two  of  everything  he  had  been  doing  since  he  t  d  last 
seen  them. 

"Well,  sir,"  he  said  as  he  took  an  arm  of  each,  "well, 
SU-,  I  had  a  fine  sleep  last  night;  went  to  bed  at  ten  and 
never  woke  up  till  half-past  eight  this  morning.  Ah,  you 
bet  I  needed  il,  though.  I've  been  working  like  a  slave 
thb  week.  You  know  I  take  my  law-examinations  in 
about  ten  days.  I'll  pass  aU  right.  I'm  right  up  to  the 
handle  in  everything.  I  don't  believe  the  judge  could 
stick  me  anywhere  in  the  subject  of  torts." 

"Say,  boys,"  said  Vandover,  pausing  and  looking  at  his 
watch,  "it  isn't  very  late;  let's  go  downtown  and  have 
some  oysters." 


i  ■-■_ 
HI 
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of  the  steak  »  qi«o?^..Tt,  T.H '^  '"  "^^  *^ 

it.too.andad«icrf«L     ih^JL^  *""""«"'•'• '^"^ 
Ti,™   J    .~"""»™»a>    Ab,  It  went  great" 
Thqr  deaded  after  aome  dMciiMion^Ti.  *u 

goto  the  Imperial.  ««cuM«on  that  they  would 


CHAFTEB  FOUB 

The  Imperial  was  a  leaort  not  far  from  the  comer  of 
Sutter  and  Kearney  rtreeta,  a  few  doors  below  a  certain 
well-known  drug  store,  in  one  window  of  which  was  a 
showcase  full  of  live  snakes. 

The  front  of  the  Imperial  was  painted  white,  and  there 
was  a  cigar-stand  in  the  vestibule  of  the  main  entrance. 
At  the  right  of  this  main  entrance  was  another  smaller 
one,  a  ladies'  entrance,  on  the  frosted  pane  of  which  one 
read,  "Oyster  Caff." 

The  main  entrance  opened  directly  into  the  barroom- 
It  was  a  handsome  room,  paved  with  marble  flags.  To 
the  left  was  the  bar,  whose  counter  was  a  single  slab  of 
polished  redwood.  Behind  it  was  a  huge,  plate-glass  mir- 
ror, balanced  on  one  side  by  the  cash-register  and  on  the 
other  by  a  statuette  of  the  Diving  Girl  in  tinted  bisque. 
Between  the  two  were  pyramids  of  glasses  and  bottles, 
liqueur  flasks  in  wicker  cases,  and  a  great  Ipuquet  of 
sweet-peas. 

The  three  bartenders,  in  clean  linen  coats  and  aprons, 
moved  about  here  and  there,  opening  bottles,  mixing 
drinks,  and  occasionally  turning  to  punch  the  ii^dicator 
of  the  register. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  room,  facing  the  bar,  hung  a  large 
copy  of  a  French  picture  representing  a  Sabbath,  witches, 
goats,  and  naked  girb  whirling  through  the  air.    Under- 

4S 
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week.  '^      *'*"'*"** '^'ou' afternoons  in  the 

Elsewhere  were  nickel-in.f  i,.  .u. 
e«.  .  vwe  of  wax  flowers^S^    .*  '°^'°"»'  "gar-Mght- 
-tting  forth  thely^i  weT,h^'  "."'  "  ""^«  "^'^ 
end  wall  over  the  LnSv  .hZ*^    '  ""*  ""*"''•    0»  'he 
picture.  rep,e«>ni.rS2^^"  7  •  -o-d  "''»"-°>" 

^  «"»'*»  private  C,"t^1h!'^7r;"'^" ''''"'• 
Imperial.     These  were^^I!!?  u         ^  »««««<»>  of  the 

-.mailer  door  to  the  ri«htTfTh!?  ""■  *"""*  ^  **^''8''  *»»« 
Cuming  in  through  S^fenL^'T'T''''"'*'-  ^y""" 
•nd  narrow  pas£e  o^tr^  u""^"*  ''^"  «  *  '°ng 
-«ht  Private":^:  ve^  ,*L"*  V  *^  ^"^  -rf 
the  law  required     Hatf  w    ^^  ^    "'^  "' ">«  top  as 

«-wwid«^    Hei.thfr;:^!"""^'''"^  ">«  Pa^e 
-uchlan^rth.^^hfj  «7-;-  on  both  sides  and  were 

Itwasthispartofthelmuerial  fh.. 
and  that  had  made  its  ^^         7""  """*  ^«q"ented. 
inWoneCbi^S^*^'"";    '°  «»«  «^er  «onu 

--.chan.pagnei:^Xr*  ~'''*^'  ^  ^«  ^'^^^ 

^oing  slowly  down  the  ^e  .l""""*  ^'"''''  "''^-'^. 
MtUe  roonu,  sean^hing  STSe  ^T^"*  "'*°  *^  °'  ""^ 
once  Vandover,  who  wLbt^°I  ^*  ^^^  ''"P^^-    All  at 
"Well  :n.       .."""c  lead,  cried  out: 

you-giveanmnsome^^r*  ^'^^'^  """ve  along,  will 
"Hello,  hello.  Bandy!"  cried  «».„       j 

^     cried  Geary  and  young  Haight, 
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hitting  him  in  the  back,  while  Geary  added:  "How  long 
have  you  been  down  here?  /'ro  just  come  from  making  8 
can  with  the  boys.  Had  a  fine  time;  what  are  you  drink- 
ing,  whisky?  /'m  going  to  have  something  to  eat.  Didn't 
have  much  of  a  lunch  to-day,  but  you  ought  to  have  seen 
the  steak  I  had  at  the  Grillroom  —  as  thick  as  that,  and 
tender!  Oh,  it  went  great!  Here,  hang  my  coat  up 
there  on  that  side,  will  you?  " 

Bancroft  EUis  was  one  of  the  young  men  of  the  city 
with  whom  the  three  feUows  had  become  acquainted  just 
after  their  return  from  coUege.    For  the  most  part,  they 
met  him  at  downtown  restaurants,  in  the  foyers  and  ves- 
tibules of  the  theatres,  on  Kearney  Street  of  a  Saturday 
afternoon,  or,  as  now.  m  the  litUe  rooms  of  the  Imperial, 
where  he  was  a  recognized  habitu«  and  where  he  invariably 
caUed  for  whisky,  finishing  from  three  to  five  "ponies"  at 
every  sitting.    On  very  rare  occasions  they  saw  him  in 
society,  at  the  houses  where  their  "set"  was  received. 
At  these  functions  EUis  could  never  be  persuaded  to  re^ 
main  in  ti»e  parlours;  he  slipped  up  to  tiie  genUemen's 
dressmg-rooms  at  tiie  earUest  opportunity,  and  spent  tiie 
evening  silentiy  smoking  tiie  cigars  and  cigarettes  fur- 
nished by  tiie  host.    When  Vandover  and  his  friends 
came  up  between  dances,  to  brush  tiieir  hair  or  to  rear- 
nmge  Uieir  neckties,  tiiey  found  him  enveloped  in  a  blue 
basse  of  smoke,  his  feet  on  a  chair,  his  shirt  bosom  broken, 
and  his  waistcoat  unbuttoned.    He  would  tell  tiiem  that 
he  was  bored  and  thirsty  and  ask  how  much  longer  tiiey 
were  going  to  stay.    He  knew  but  few  of  tiieir  friends; 
his  home  was  in  a  little  town  in  tiie  interior  and  he  prided 
himself  on  being  a  "Native  Son  of  tiie  Golden  West." 
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Printed  in  bS,g^  1  jl^:*'"''  "'  ^^  "^^ 
the  world.  ,teti.ti«  kH'  '^*^,'*.**»  to  «v«y  countiy  in 

weight.  a.^d  m.^"th^  H*^?"^"""  '"''  "''^  °'  «'^««. 
the  g-ate.tdS^ft^^'-r.'^'-the  world. 

in  hi.  left-hand  v«t  wZ  ^TT'    ^'v'"**  '  ''"'«  'x^k 
capacity  of  eveTl!!?  •  ^*  «"**  ""*  P"*"  «<«  ««aUnif 

1^»  espeda,  pride.  ^e^S.^'  ftTll"?  '"- 
waa  pasted  in  the  lining  of  hTh^r*  .u^°*  ^"^ 
means  to  be  emploZVthe  ^^  ^^^^  '^*^  ^^^ 
*owned  person     h!  .1  ««««taUon  of  «  half. 

Edition  o^lTular  wt^T"''^  '^-t  *  "Ve*  Pocket 

of  the  lighter :!!:^c*'""''  ""^•^^  "^  "«^«  »-»" 

of  the  table  w.saLtZtt.rS\^":r  1'" 

^^r^X'Si-tTbiTS;^^^-^"- 

rerdSp^---'-'^--r;r^^^ 

There  were  the  usual  bottlm  nt  «i.v        j 
a  Plate  of  broken  er^Cl^f^:^"^^^^--; 
«*-■    ^e  sugar  bow,  wL  of  ^latJIs^^^^t  U 


VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE  47 

were  MMtciied  ttumberl««  dates  together  with  the  first 
n*mes  of  •  great  mmay  girb,  "Nwmie,"  "Idi^"  "Flossie." 
Between  the  cMtor  bottles  wm  the  bill  ol  fare,  held  by 
a  thin  string  between  two  immense  leather  covers  which 
were   stamped   with   wme   merchanU'   advertisements. 
Geaiy  cached  for  this  before  any  of  the  others,  saying  at 
the  same  time.  "  Well,  what  are  you  going  to  have?    I'm 
gomg  to  have  a  Welsh  rabbit  and  a  pint  of  ale  "    He 
looked  from  one  to  the  other  as  if  demanding  whether  or 
no  thqr  approved  of  his  choice.    He  assumed  the  man- 
agwnent  of  what  was  going  on,  advising  the  others  what 
to  have,  telling  Vandover  not  to  order  certain  dishes  that 
he  liked  because  it  took  so  long  to  cook  them.    He  had 
young  Haight  ring  for  the  waiter,  and  when  he  had  come 
Geary  read  off  the  entire  order  to  him  twice  over,  making 

sure  that  he  had  taken  it  correctly.    "That's  what  we 

want  all  right.  aU  right -isn't  it?"  he  said,  looking 

around  at  the  rest. 
The  waiter,  whose  eyes  were  red  from  lack  of  sleep,  put 

down  before  them  a  pUte  of  limp,  soft  shrimps 
"HeUo.  Toby!"  said  Vandover. 
"Good  evening.  genUemen."  answered  Toby.     "Why 

good  evening.  Mr.  Vandover;  haven't  seen  you  'round 

here  for  some  time."    He  took  their  order,  and  as  he  was 

gomg  away.  Vandover  called  him  back : 

"Say.Toby."saidhe."hasFIossiebeenaround  to-night?" 
"No."  answered  Toby,   "she  hasn't  shown  up  yet 

Her  runmng-mate  was  in  about  nine,  but  she  went  out 

agam  right  away." 
"WeU."  said  Vandover.  smiling,  "if  Flossie  comes  'round 

show  her  in  here,  will  you?  " 
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The  othen  kughed.  and  joked  him  about  thii.  ud 

Vandover  iettled  back  m  hit  .eat.  euing  hi.  podUon. 

"Ah."  he  exclaimed.  "I  like  it  in  heie.  Ifg  alwayi 
pleaiant  and  wann  and  quiet  and  the  lervice  is  good  and 
you  get  such  good  things  to  eat." 

Now  that  the  young  fellows  were  by  themselves,  and 
could  relax  that  restraint,  that  good  breeding  and  delicacy 
which  had  been  natural  to  them  in  the  eariy  part  of  the 
evenmg  at  the  Ravises'.  their  manners  changed:  they 
lounged  clumsily  upon  their  seata.  their  legs  stretched 
out.  their  waistcoats  unbuttoned,  caring  only  to  be  at 
their  ease.  Their  talk  and  manner,  became  blunt,  rude 
unconstrained,  the  coarser  masculine  fibre  reasserting 
Itself.  With  the  exception  of  young  Haight  they  were 
aU  profane  enough,  and  it  was  not  very  long  before  their 
conversation  became  obscene. 

G<«iy  told  them  how  he  had  spent  the  afternoon  prom- 
enadmg  Kearney  and  Market  streets  and  just  where  he 
had  gone  to  get  his  cocktail  and  his  cigar.  "Ah  "  he 
added,  "you  ought  to  have  seen  Ida  Wade  and  Bessie 
I*gUQ«.  Oh,  Ida  was  rigged  up  to  beat  the  band;  honestly 
her  A<K  was  as  broad  across  as  that.  You  know  there's 
no  use  talking,  she's  an  awfully  handsome  girl." 

A  discussion  arose  over  the  girl's  virtue.  EUis,  Geary 
and  young  Haight  maintained  that  Ida  was  only  fast- 
Vandover.  however,  had  his  doubte. 

"For  that  matter."  said  Ellis  after  a  while,  "I  like 
Bessie  Laguna  a  good  deal  better  than  I  do  Ida." 

"Ah,  yes,"  retorted  young  Haight.  "you  like  Bessie 
Laguna  too  much  anyhow." 
Young  Haight  had  a  theory  that  one  should  never  caie 
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in  uy  way  for  tlwt  kind  of  •  giri  nor  become  at  lU  inti. 
Bute  with  her. 

"The  matter  of  liking  her  or  not  liking  her,"  he  laid, 
"ought  not  to  enter  into  the  question  at  all.  You  an 
both  of  you  out  for  a  good  time  and  that's  all;  you  have  a 
jolly  flirtation  with  her  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  you  never 
see  her  again.  That's  the  way  it  ought  to  be!  This  idea 
of  getting  intimate  with  that  sort  of  a  piece,  and  trying 
to  get  her  to  care  for  you,  is  all  wrong. " 

"Oh,"  said  Vandover  deprecatingly,  "you  take  all  the 
pleasure  out  of  it;  where  does  your  good  time  come  in  if 
you  don't  at  least  pretend  that  you  like  the  girl  and  try 
to  make  her  like  you  ?  " 

"But  don't  you  see,"  answered  Haight,  "what  a  dread- 
ful thing  it  would  be  if  a  girl  like  that  came  to  care  for  you 
seriously?  It  isn't  the  same  as  if  it  were  a  girl  of  your 
own  class." 

"Ah,  Dolly,  you've  got  a  bean,"  muttered  Ellis,  sipping 
his  whisky. 

Meanwhile,  the  Imperial  had  been  filling  up;  at  about 
eleven  the  theatres  were  over,  and  now  the  barroom  waa 
full  of  men.  They  came  in  by  twos  and  threes  and  some; 
times  even  by  noisy  parties  of  a  half  dozen  or  more.  The 
white  swing  doors  of  the  main  entrance  flapped  back  and 
forth  continually,  letting  out  into  the  street  puffs  of  tepid 
air  tainted  with  the  smell  of  alcohol.  The  men  entered 
and  ordered  their  drinks,  and  leaning  their  elbows  upon 
the  bar  continued  the  conversation  they  had  begim  out- 
side. Afterward  they  passed  over  to  the  lunch  counter 
and  helped  Ihemselves  to  a  plate  of  stewed  tripe  or  potato 
salad,  eating  it  in  a  secluded  comer,  leaning  over  so  as  not 


«0  VANDOVER  AND  THE 

to  stain  their  coats.    There 


gUsses  and 


was  a 


BRUTE 

continual  c 

ly  instant 


linking  of 
the^ 


popping  of  corks,  _^  , 
ca»h-register  ducked  and  rang  its  bell. 

Between  the  barroom  and  the  other  part  of  the  house 
was  a  door  hung  with  blue  plush  curtains,  looped  back- 
the  waiters  constantly  passed  back  and  forth  through  this' 
carrymg  pUtes  of  oysters,  smoking  rarebits,  tiny  ghwses' 
of  hqueurs,  and  goblets  of  cigars. 

AU  the  private  rooms  opening  from  either  passage  were 
fuU;  the  men  came  in.  walking  slowly,  looking  for  their 
fn«ids:  but  more  often,  the  women  and  girls  passed  up 
and  down  with  a  chatter  of  conversation,  a  ratUe  of  stiff 
starts  and  petticoats,  and  a  heavy  whiff  of  musk.    There 
was  a  continual  going  and  coming,  a  monotonous  shuffle 
of  feet  and  hum  of  talk.    A  heavy  odorous  warmth  in 
which  were  mingled  the  smells  of  sweetened  whisky,  to- 
bacoo.  the  fumes  of  cooking,  and  the  scent  of  perfume 
exhaled  mto  the  air.    A  gay  and  noisy  party  developed 
m  one  of  the  large  back  rooms;  at  every  moment  one 
could  hear  gales  of  hwghter.  the  ratUe  of  chairs  and 
J^assware.  mingled  with  the  sounds  of  men's  voices  and 
the  Lttle  screams  and  cries  of  women.    Every  time  the 
waiter  opened  the  door  to  deliver  an  order  he  let  out  a 
momentary  torrent  of  noises. 

Girh^  habitues  of  the  phw*.  continued  to  pass  the  door 
of  the  room  where  Vandover  and  his  friends  were  seated 
l!^  tune  a  particularly  handsome  one  went  by.  ti.e  four 
looked  out  after  her.  shutting  their  lips  and  eyes  and  nod- 
oing  their  heads. 

Young  Haight  had  caUed  for  more  drinks,  ordering 
however,  mineral  water  for  himself,  and  Vandover  was 
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just  telling  about  posing  the  female  models  in  a  certain 
life-class  to  which  he  belonged,  when  he  looked  up  and 
broke  off,  exclaiming : 

"  Well,  well,  here  we  are  at  last !    How  are  you,  Flossie? 
Come  right  in." 

Flossie  stood  in  the  doorway  smiling  good-humouredly 
at  them,  without  a  trace  of  embarrassment  or  of  confusion 
in  her  manner.  She  was  an  immense  girl,  quite  six  feet 
tall,  broad  and  well-made,  in  proportion.  She  was  veiy 
handsome,  full-throated,  heavy-eyed,  and  slow  in  her 
movements.  Her  eyes  and  mouth,  like  everything  about 
her,  were  large,  but  each  time  she  spoke  or  smiled,  she 
disclosed  her  teeth,  whioJi  were  as  white,  as  well-set,  and 
as  regular  as  the  rows  of  kernels  on  an  ear  of  green  com. 
In  her  ears  were  small  yellow  diamouds,  the  only  jewelleiy 
she  wore.  There  was  no  perceptible  cosmetic  on  her  face, 
which  had  a  clean  and  healtlqr  look  as  though  she  had 
just  given  it  a  vigorous  wasliing. 

She  wore  a  black  hat  with  a  great  flare  to  the  brim  on 
one  side.  It  was  trimmed  very  dashingly  with  black 
feathers,  imitation  jet,  and  a  little  puff  of  plush  —  robin's- 
egg  blue.  Her  dress  was  of  rough,  bhick  camel's  hair, 
tailor-made,  and  but  for  the  immense  balloon  sleeves, 
absolutely  plain.  It  was  cut  in  such  a  way  that  from 
neck  to  wabt  there  was  no  break,  the  buttons  being 
on  the  shoulder  and  under  the  arm.  The  skirt  was  full 
and  stiff,  and  without  the  least  trimming.  Everything 
was  black — hat,  dress,  gloves  —  and  the  effect  was  of  a 
simplicity  and  severity  so  pronounced  as  to  be  very 
striking. 
However,  around  her  waist  she  wore  as  a  belt  a  thick 
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roperf  oxidked  rilver.  while  her  shoes,  or  rather  walking 
Slippers,  were  of  white  canvas.  " 

She  belonged  to  that  class  of  women  who  are  not  to 
know  ones  Lu,t  name  or  address,  and  whose  hate  and  love 
.r«?qua%  to  be  dreaded.  The.,  was  upon  her  fa«tte 
ynnustakable  traces  of  a  ruined  virtue  ^d  a  viSh^ 
innocence.  Her  slightest  acUon  suggested  her  prlSfo^ 
^»oon  as  she  removed  her  veil  and  gloves  it  was  as  though 

Undsseemedtobeonlyportionsofhernudity 

The  general  conception  of  women  of  her  dass  is  a 

pamted  and  broken  w^ck.    Flossie  r«liated  hSiLhe; 

ores  were  dear  her  nerycs  steady,  her  flesh  hard  and  even 

«aduld's.    There  hung  about  her  an  air  of  deanline^ 

o^  freshness,  of  g«xl  natu«.  of  fine,  high  spirits,  whil^ 

^  every  movement  she  exhaled  a  deUdous  perfume 

that  was  not  only  musk,  but  that  seemed  to  comTalike 

from  her  dress,  her  hair,  her  nedc.  her  veiy  flesh  and  body. 

Vandover  was  no  longer  the  same  as  he  had  been  during 

h^  college  days.    He  was  familiar  now  with  this  odour  of 

abandoned  women,  this  foul  sweet  savour  of  the  great 

heart  knockmg  at  his  throat.  It  was  the  sensitive  artist 
natme  m  hmi  that  responded  instantly  to  anything  sen 

Z?  '*!r"'"  ^  ^^  ""^  '^-  «>'  beautS 
women  could  arouse  in  Vandover  passions  of  equal  force 

t^ugh  of  far  di£fe„=nt  kind.  Turner  RavislnfluS 
lum  upon  h«  best  side,  calling  out  in  him  all  that  was 
Cleanest,  finest,  and  most  ddicate.    Flosaie  appealed  only 

I?lTi"?  ti-e  beast  in  him.  the  evU.  hideous  brute 
tnat  made  instant  answer. 
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"What  will  you  take,  Flossie?"  asked  Vandover.  as  she 
settled  herself  among  them.  "We  are  all  drinking  beer 
except  EUis.  fl«'»  filling  up  with  whisky."  But  Flossie 
never  drank.  It  was  one  of  the  peculiarities  for  which  she 
was  well  known. 

"I  don't  want  either,"  she  answered,  and  turning  to 
the  waiter,  she  added. "  You  can  bring  me  some  Apollinaris 
water,  Toby." 

Flossie  betrayed  herself  as  soon  as  she  spoke,  the  effect 
of  her  appearance  was  spoiled.  Her  voice  was  ioarse, 
a  low-pitched  rasp,  husky,  throaty,  and  full  of  brutal, 
vulgar  modulations. 

"Smoke,  Flossie?"  said  Geaiy,  pushing  his  cigarette 
case  across  to  her.  Flossie  took  a  cigarette,  loUed  it  to 
make  it  loose,  and  smoked  it  whUe  she  told  them  how  she 
had  once  tried  to  draw  up  the  smoke  through  her  nose  as 
it  came  out  between  her  lips. 

"And  honestly,  boys."  she  growled,  "it  made  me  that 
sick  that  I  just  had  to  go  to  bed." 

"Who  is  the  crowd  out  back?"  asked  Geaiy  for  the 

sake  of  saying  something.    Flossie  embarrassed  them  aU 

a  little,  and  conversation  with  girls  of  her  class  was  difficult. 

"Oh,  tiat's  May  and  Nannie  with  some  men  from  a 

banquet  at  the  Palace  Hotel,"  she  answered. 

The  talk  dragged  along  litUe  by  UtUe  and  Flossie  began 
badgering  young  Haight.  "Say,  you  over  there,"  she 
exclaimed,  "what's  the  matter  with  you?  You  don't  say 
anything." 

Young  Haight  blushed  and  answered  very  much  em- 
barrassed: "Oh,  I'm  just  listening."  He  was  anxious  to 
get  away.    He  got  up  and  reached  for  his  hat  and  coat. 
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•aying  with  a  good-natured  smile:    "WeU,  boys  and 
girls,  I  think  I  shall  have  to  leave  you." 
"Don't  1st  me  frighten  you  away."  said  Flossie,  laugh- 

"Oh.  no,"  he  answered,  trying  to  hide  his  embairass- 
ment,    I  have  to  go  anyhow." 

While  the  others  were  saying  good  night  to  him  and 
askmg  when  they  should  see  him  again,  Flossie  leaned 
over  to  him.  raying  out,  "Good  night!"  AU  at  once 
and  before  he  knew  what  she  was  about,  she  kissed  him 
fuU  on  the  mouth.  He  started  sharply  at  this,  but  was 
not  angry,  smiply  pulling  away  from  her.  blushing,  very 
embarrassed,  and  more,  and  more  anxious  to  get  away 
Toby,  the  waiter,  appeared  at  their  door: 

"That  last  was  on  me.  you  know."  said  young  Haight 
intercepting  Vandover  and  settling  for  the  round  of  drinks.' 

HeUoI     exclaimed  Toby,  "what's  the  matter  with 
yourhp?" 

"I  cut  it  a  litUe  while  ago  on  a  broken  glass."  answered 
young  Haifl-t.  "Is  it  bleeding  again?"  he  added,  putting 
two  fingers  bffl  his  lips. 

"It  is  sure  enough."  said  Geaiy.    "Here."  he  went  on. 
wetting  the  comer  of  a  napkin  from  the  water  botUe. 
hold  that  on  it." 

The  others  began  to  laugh.  'Flossie  did  that."  Vando- 
ver explained  to  Toby.  Ellis  was  hastily  looking  through 
his  pockets.  Tumbling  about  among  his  litUe  books. 

"I  had  something  here."  he  kept  muttering,  "if  I  can 
only  JJfuf  it.  that  told  just  what  to  do  when  you  cut  your- 
self  with  gUiss,    There  may  be  glass  tn  it,  you  know." 

"Ok,  that's  aU  right,  that's  aU  right."  exclaimed  young 
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Haight.  now  altogether  disconcerted.    "It  don't  amount 
to  anything." 

"I  teU  you  what,"  observed  Geaiy;  "get  some  court- 
plaster  at  the  snake  doctor's  just  above  here." 

"No.  no.  that's  aU  right,"  returned  young  Haight 
moving  off.  "Good  night.  I'M  see  you  again  pretty 
soon. 

He  went  away.  Ellis,  who  was  still  searching  through 
his  UtUe  books,  suddenly  uttered  an  exclamation.  He 
leaned  out  into  the  passage,  ciying:  "The  half  of  a  hot 
onion;  tie  it  right  on  the  cut."  But  Haight  had  already 
gone.  "You  see."  explained  Ellis,  "that  draws  out  any 
litUe  particles  of  glass.  Look  at  this,"  he  added,  reading 
an  item  just  below  the  one  he  had  found.  "  You  can  use 
cigar  ashes  for  eczema." 

^^  Flossie  nodded  her  head  at  him,  smiling  and  saying: 
"WeU,  the  next  time  I  have  eczema  I  will  remember 
that." 

Flossie  left  them  a  Uttle  after  this,  joining  Nannie  and 
May  in  the  larger  room  that  held  the  noisy  party.  The 
three  fellows  had  another  round  of  drinks. 

All  the  evening  EUis  had  been  drinking  whisky.  Now 
he  astonished  the  others  by  suddenly  calling  for  beer. 
He  persisted  in  drinking  it  out  of  the  celery  glass,  which 
he  emptied  at  a  single  puU.  Then  Vandover  had  daret- 
punches  all  ro^ind,  protesting  that  his  mouth  felt  dry  as  a 
dust-bin.  Geaiy  at  length  declared  that  he  felt  pretty 
far  gone,  adding  that  he  was  in  the  humour  for  having  "a 
high  old  time." 

"Say.  boys,"  he  exclauned.  bringing  his  hand  down 
on  the  table,  "what  do  you  say  that  we  aU  go  to  every 
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joint  in  town,  and  wind  up  at  the  Turkuh  baths?    We'll 
have  a  «gular  Hme.    Let'.  ^  „„^  i.„^  „„^  ^^^  ^ 

ThereattheyaUtookaccountoftheirmoney.  Vaadover 
had  fourteen  dolla«.  but  he  owed  for  materials  at  his  art 
dealer  s  and  so  put  away  eight  of  it  in  an  inside  pocket, 
^e  others  followed  his  example,  each  one  reserv^five 
dollars  for  unmediate  use.  -^  "vc 

"That  wUl  be  one  dollar  for  the  Hammam."  said  Geanr. 
and  four  dollars  apiece  for  drinks.    You  can  get  aUwe 
want  on  four  dollars."    Th^  had  a  kst  daret-p^ch  an^ 
havmg  settled  with  Toby,  went  out 

Coming  out  into  the  ,cold  night  air  from  the  warm  in- 
tenor  of  the  Imperial  affected  Vandover  and  Geanr  in  a 
few  mmutes^  B„t  apparently  nothing  could  aff^Ellis. 
netherw^sky.daret-punchnorbeer.   He  walked  steadii; 

These  two  became  very  drunk  almost  at  once.  At 
eveiy  mmute  Vandover  would  c^r  out.  "Yee-eeHn./ 
Ttash  way  I  feel.  ,ush  like  that."  Ge«y  made  a  "Josh- 
that  was  a  masterpiece,  the  success  of  the  occasion     It 

npel  Thu.  was  funny.  It  seemed  to  have  some  ludi- 
a«us.  hadden  double-meaning  that  was  irresistible.  It 
rtuck  to  Jem  aU  the  evening;  when  a  girl  passed  them  on 
Kearney  Street  and  Geary  cried  out  at  her  that  "Cherries 
were  „pe! "  it  threw  them  aU  into  spasms  of  laughter. 

They  went  first  to  the  Palace  Garden  near  the  TivoK 
Theatre,  where  Geary  and  Vandover  had  beer  and  Ellis 
.  whuky  cocktail.    The  performance  was  just  finishing 
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and  they  voted  that  they  were  not  at  aU  amuied  at  a  lean, 
overworked  girl  whom  they  saw  performing  a  song  and 
dance  through  a  blue  haze  of  tobacco  smoke;  so  thqr  aU 
exclaimed.  "Cherries  are  ripe!"  and  tramped  out  again 
to  visit  the  Luxembourg.  The  beer  began  to  go  against 
Vandover's  stomach  by  this  time,  but  he  forced  it  down 
his  throat,  shutting  his  eyes.  Then  they  said  they  would 
go  to  the  toughest  place  in  town,  "Steve  Casey's";  this 
was  on  a  side-street.  The  walls  were  covered  with  yeflowed 
photographs  of  once-famous  pugilists  and  old-time  con- 
cert-haU  singers.  There  was  sand  on  the  floor,  and  in 
the  dancing  room  at  the  back,  where  nobody  danced,  a 
jaded  young  man  was  banging  out  polkas  and  quick-steps 
at  a  cheap  piano. 

At  the  Crystal  Palace,  where  they  all  had  shandy-gaff 
they  met  one  of  Ellis's  friends,  a  young  fellow  of  about 
twenty.  He  was  stone  deaf,  and  in  consequence  had  be- 
come  dumb;  but  for  all  that  he  was  veiy  eager  to  associate 
with  the  young  men  of  the  city  and  would  not  hear  of  being 
separated  and  set  apart  with  the  other  deaf  mutes.  He 
was  very  pleased  to  meet  them  and  jomed  them  at  once. 
They  all  knew  him  pretty  weU  and  called  him  the 
"Dummy," 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  the  party  was  seen  at  nearly 
every  bar  and  saloon  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Mn'-ket 
and  Kearney  streets.  Geary  and  Vandover  were  very 
drunk  indeed.  Vandover  was  having  a  glorious  time; 
he  was  not  silent  a  minute,  talking,  laughing,  and  singing, 
and  crying  out  continually,  "Cherries  are  ripe!"  When 
he  could  think  of  nothing  else  to  say  he  would  exclaim, 
Yee-ee-ote  /    Thaah  way  I  feel. " 
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For  two  hours  they  dnmkrteadily.  Vandover  wm  in 
a  dreadful  condition;  the  Dununy  got  lo  drunlc  that  h* 
could  talk,  a  peculiarity  which  at  times  had  been  known 
to  occur  to  him.  As  will  sometimes  happen,  Geaiy  ». 
bered  up  a  little  and  at  the  "Giotto"  bathed  his  head  and 
face  m  the  washroom.  After  this  he  became  pretty 
rteady.  he  stopped  drinking,  and  tried  to  assume  the 
management  of  the  party,  ordering  their  drinks  for  them, 
and .  asting  up  the  amount  of  the  check. 

About  two  o'clock  they  returned  toward  the  Luxem- 
bourg,  staggering  and  swaying.  The  Luxemboug  was 
a  sort  of  German  resUurant  under  a  theatre  where  one 
could  get  some  very  g6od  German  dishes.  There  Van- 
doyer  had  beer  and  sauericraut.  but  Ellis  took  more 
whidcy  The  Dummy  continued  to  make  peculiar  sounds 
m  hM  throat,  half-noise,  half-speech,  and  Geary  gravely 
mf  ormed  the  waiter  that  cherries  were  ripe. 

All  at  once  Ellis  was  drunk.  coUapsing  in  a  moment 
The  skm  around  his  eyes  was  purple  and  swollen,  the 
pupils  themselves  were  contracted,  and  their  range  of  vision 
seemed  to  stop  at  about  a  yard  in  front  of  his  face.  Sud- 
denly he  swept  glasses,  plates,  castor,  knives,  forks 
and  aU  from  off  the  table  with  a  single  movement  of  hii 
arm. 

They  all  jumped  up.  sober  in  a  minute,  knowing  that 
a  scene  was  at  hand.  The  waiter  rushed  at  Ellis,  but 
EUis  knocked  him  down  and  tried  to  stamp  on  his  face 
Vandover  and  the  DwTniy  tried  to  hold  his  arms  and 
pull  him  off.  He  turned  on  the  Dummy  in  a  silent  frenzy 
of  rage  and  brought  his  knuckles  down  upon  his  head 
•gain  and  again.    For  the  moment  Ellis  could  neither 
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hear,  nor  see.  nor  apeak;  he  was  blind,  dumb,  fighting 
drunk,  and  Lis  fighting  was  not  the  fighting  of  Van- 
dover. 

"Get  in  here  and  help,  will  you?"  panted  Vandover  to 
Geaiy,  as  he  struggled  with  Ellis.  "He  can  kill  people 
when  he's  like  this.  Oh,  damn  the  whisky  anyhow! 
Look  out  —  don't  let  him  get  that  knife !  Grab  his  other 
arm,  there!  now,  kick  his  feet  from  under  him!  Oh,  kick 
hard!  Sit  on  his  legs;  there  now.  Ah!  Hell!  he'9  bitten 
me!    Look  out!  here  comes  the  bouncer!" 

The  bouncer  and  three  other  waiters  charged  into  them 
while  they  were  struggling  on  the  floor.  Vandover  was 
twice  knocked  down  and  the  Dummy  had  his  lip  split. 
Ellis  struggled  to  his  feet  again  and,  still  silent,  fought 
them  all  alike,  a  fine  line  of  froth  gathering  at  the  comers 
of  his  lips. 

When  they  were  finally  q'ected,  and  pulled  themselves 
together  in  the  street  outside,  Geaty  had  disappeared. 
He  had  left  them  during  the  struggle  with  Ellis  and  had 
gone  home.  Ah,  you  bet  he  wasn't  going  to  stay  any 
longer  with  the  crowd  when  they  got  like  that.  If  Ellis 
was  fool  enough  to  get  as  drunk  as  that  it  was  his  own 
lookout.  He  wasn't  going  to  stay  and  get  thrown  out  of 
any  saloon;  ah,  no,  you  bet  he  was  too  clever  for  that. 
He  was  sober  enough  now  and  would  go  home  to  bed  and 
get  a  good  sleep. 

The  fight  in  the  saloon  had  completely  sobered  the 

rest  <rf  them.     Ellis  was  tractable  enough  again,  and  very 

sorry  for  having  got  them  into  such  a  row.    Vandover 

was  horribly  sick  at  his  stomach. 

The  three  locked  arms  and  started  slowly  toward  the 
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TurkuJ,  b-tlu.    On  their  wy  thqr  rtopp^l  .t  «  Jl. 
night  drug  itore  and  luul  aome  seltccr. 

Vandover  had  about  three  hours' deep  that  night  He 
wa.  awakened  by  the  attendant  ahaldng  hi.  arm  and  cry- 
ing:  ' 

"  Half-past  iix.  sir." 

"Huh!"  he  exdaimed,  starting  up.  "What  about 
half-past  six?    I  don't  want  to  get  up." 

"Told  me  to  caU  you.  sh-,  at  half-past  six;  quarter  to 
seven  now. 

"Oh.  all  right,  veor  well."  answered  Vandover.    He 

turned  away  hi,  face  on  yiepiUow.whileawretched  feeling 
of  nausea  crept  over  him;  every  movement  of  his  head 
made  It  ache  to  bursting.  Behind  his  temple,  the  blood 
threbbed  and  pumped  like  the  knocking  of  hammers. 
H«  mouth  would  have  been  dry  but  for  a  thick  slime  that 

f  K.L"u.*^'*"*^°*°"-  H'^eJt  weak,  his  hand, 
trembled,  his  forehead  wa.  cold  and  seemed  wet  and 
sticky.  " 

He  could  recaU  hardly  anything  of  the  previous  night 
«e  remembered,  however,  of  going  to  the  Imperial  and  of 
•eemg  Flo««e.  and  he  dU  remember  at  last  of  leaving 
word  to  be  called  at  half-past  six. 

He  got  up  without  waking  the  other  two  feUow.  and 
took  a  plunge  m  the  cold  tank,  dressed  very  slowly,  and 
went  out.  The  .tons  were  all  closed,  the  streets  were 
ahnost  deserted.  He  walked  to  the  nearest  uptown  car- 
bne  and  took  an  outside  seat,  feeling  better  and  steadier 
for  every  moment  of  the  sharp  morning  air. 
Van  Ness  Avenue  wa.  very  still.    It  was  about  half- 
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here  «d  there  a  «rv«.t  could  be  «en  wwhing  downtte 
front  .tep..  I„  the  vestibule,  of  some  of  ^TZZ 
house,  were  loave,  of  F«„ch  bre«l  „d  gC  ,W 
««2T'^«  »«"  «-«  lay  the  d.„,p  twuteHuTt^i 
momu.g.  paper.    There  w„  eve,ywhe«  .  g.«,t  chitter- 

down  the  croM  .treeU.  the  conducto«  cleaning  the  y.Z 
dow.  and  metal  work.  F..m  far  down  at  one  L  ofTe 
avem..  came  the  bells  of  the  Catholic  Cathedral  ring^g 
Sd  ±T'  ""'  '  "'P^^t-bW^Wng  second  girl  C 
ned  p..t  bun  carnrmg  her  pn»yer-book.    At  the  other 

^iU^  '"'T  '""  "  """  ^'*  "'  ">«  •»y.  the  great 

S?.  w^X"""""  "^^ '-'  -'  °'  *^«  '-' 

In  front  of  the  litUe  church  Turner  was  waiting  for  him. 
She  was  dressed  very  prettUy  and  the  cold  morning  air  had 
given  her  a  fine  colour.  "•^"u-naa 

Vandovercameup.  "It  was  awfully  good  of  you  to  come. 
Oh.  Van.  you  look  dreadfully.  It  is  too  bad  to  make  you 
get  up  so  early." 

"No,  no^"  protested  Vandover.  "I  was  only  too  glad 
to  come.  I  d,dn't  sleep  well  kst  night.  I  hope^I  haven't 
kept  you  waiting."  j^^^uaveni 

.v'TT^  ""'^  ^"^  ~™*'"  *n«wered  Turner.    "But  I 
think  It  IS  time  to  go  in." 

The  Kttle  organ  was  muttering  softly  to  itself  as  they 
enteml  It  was  very  still  otherwise.  The  morning  sun 
rtruck  throu^  the  stained  window,  and  made  pretty 
hght.  about  the  altar:  beside,  them^dves  there  were  some 
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balf  doMn  other  wonhippen.  The  Htm  oigMi  oeued 
with  •  kng  dnming  aigh.  and  the  miniiter  in  hii  white 
»bet  turned  about,  facing  hi*  auditor*,  and  in  the  midat 
or  a  great  nlence  opened  the  communion  tervice  with  the 
worda:  "Ye  who  do  truly  and  eamertly  repent  you  of 
your  nni  and  are  in  love  and  charity  with  your  neiah- 
bourt "  ^^^ 

A.  Vandover  row  with  the  rert  the  blood  rudied  to  hii 
he«l  and  a  feeUng  of  nauKa  and  exhaustion,  the  dregs  of 
hu  previous  night's  debauch,  came  over  him  again  for  a 
moment,  so  that  he  took  hold  of  the  back  of  the  pew  in 
front  of  hun  to  steady  himself. 


CHAPTER  FIVE 


'  'n  I  ,(•  mor'iiiif?!!  lit 
■ln'45  a:   tl-  Sch-Kii   .f 


In  trx  •fternoona  Vandover  « 
which  WM  on  Sacntmento  Street,  » 
was  acciutomed  to  study  in  the  I.!,' 
Design. 

This  was  on  California  Stne  over  ;!»  M..„f,.  an 
immense  room  partitioned  by  enirmoii=i  m^.  ,l,;n  screons 
into  alcoves,  where  the  still-life  clauses  woik»d  ,  aJnting 
carrots,  grapes,  and  dusty  brown  stone-j  u^-. 

All  about  were  a  multitude  of  casts,  the  fighting  gladia- 
tor, the  discobulus,  the  Venus  of  Milo,  and  hundreds  of 
tmaUer  pieces,  masks,  torsos,  and  the  heads  of  the  Par- 
thenon horses.  Flattened  paint-tubes  and  broken  bits 
of  charcoal  littered  the  floor  and  cluttered  the  chairs  and 
shelves.  A  strong  odour  of  turpentine  and  fixative  was 
in  the  air,  mingled  with  the  stronger  odours  of  linseed  oU 
and  sour,  stale  French  bread. 

Eveiy  afternoon  a  portrait  class  of  some  thirty-odd 
assembled  in  one  of  the  Urger  alcoves  near  the  door. 
Several  of  the  well-known  street  characters  of  the  city 
had  posed  for  this  class,  and  at  one  time  Father  Elphick, 
the  white-haired,  bareheaded  vegetarian,  with  his  crooked 
stick  and  white  clothes,  had  sat  to  it  for  his  head. 

Vandover  was  probably  the  most  promising  member  of 
the  school.  His  style  was  sketchy,  conscientious,  and 
.full  of  strength  and  decision.    He  worked  in  large  lines. 
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broad  surface,  and  masses  of  light  or  shade     H!.  «i 

broad  caches  of  lan^  "•  a^jT  "'T^  ''^ 
which  he  placed  ^l^'^J^t'^T'  "'  T"  '" 
way  that  was  very  eSfvT^  °  T    "'  '°"^'  ^  » 

•ailor;  a  lion  drinkingt  Si  „f  '"''^  °'  '  ^"^^ 
or.  one  that  he  caU^d"".^"^^:;  raHS^'"' 

burrs.  ^"^'  >^  °^**  "^d  t«il  ""larled  with 

pic  J  when  he  sh^"d  «^  ^ST^IT^:  '^^  «"- 
-n  and  his  horse.  bo^S.^  o^^t  and  T"""- 

to  be  lost  on  a  Soudanese  dli'i^llj^^^^/  ^^ 
Unce  on  a  ridge  of  sand  a  lion  should  bTd^Lr 
them,  crouched  on  his  bellv  hilT^   ..rT"*  »  "Pon 

Book  of  Art"  still  influenced  X^lf^  ^^^t.       ^ 
with  this  idea  for  a  Dirt...«  .  j  u  j  7       ™  was  m  love 

were  isolation  and'inte^\Lr^  t  ^1J^  "r'"'* 
-  yet  undecided  whether  to  ^p^L^nt  h  "  "'  .  "" 
««ignedly.  calmly,  or  grasnmTT^u  .  """*  '*^"' 
rifle. determined^irtJXf  '""''  °^  "^  "^«'- 

handover  loved  to  paint  and  to  draw     He  w. 
fectly  contented  when  his  picture  wT'-  ■  ^" 

P'ciure  was   'coming  right," 
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*nd  when  he  felt  sure  he  was  doing  good  work     n-o*» 

tdlhunself  on  these  occasions  that  one  had  to  be  in  the 

fit^hrpe^ci^r  "'"^  -"^ «-  -•  ^- 

K^^lTf^  ""'*  '''^*^  »'  Vandover's  character 
M,ndulgence.  had  brought  him  to  such  a  SS 

JL       *1^*^*''*^'™"«^-    Whispaintin^mu^ 
On  the  followmg  Monday  as  he  worked  in  the  lifcK^lass 

^t  he  had  done  the  Sunday  morning  previous  when  he 
had  gone  to  communion  with  Turner  Ravis.    For  aTong 

^.J::"^^  *"'  ''""^'•'  •^•^  ^o  knew  t^t  i^^^f 
aUowed  U  to  come  in^  ^3  ^,  j,  ^^^^  '^e 

^e,t«df  too  disagreeable,  sohegave it  upandaUow^ 
l»«n«dftolookthemattersquarelyintheface 
Ah.  yes;  it  was  an  ugly  thing  he  had  done  there  a  r«JIv 

S^tli,  !  f^?'-  ^'""'''^**  *"'l'J«'«J ««  he  thought 
of  this,  and  told  hmiself  that  one  could  hardly  commit  » 
worse  sacrJege.  and  that  some  time  he  woulS  T^C 
s^SnlvTr.'""-  »"t  J'- he  checked  Ssetf 
^ISl^ndltT*"*"'"^"-  One  would  have  no 
Tt^sfT  V^°"" ''*''*  ""^^^^g-ver^uch  things 
•n  this  fashion.    He  realized  the  enormity  of  what  he  hS 
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done.    He  l»d  tried  to  be  Sony  for  it     Tf  ™         v 

^ewo^thi.,,eh«ieverdoZi:;L?eSS^' 
the  lowest  point  He  would  take  cans  ii««».  ^  ^T^ 
tl.^.*^.    Aft.rtluslK.woSrbe^"'*"*""**' 

weSt  '^l^,'^  ^^""^  "^"^  J^  shoulders  <rf  a 
ptwi^an-'^^-SXTorS^ 

for  he  drew  these  nude  women  better  than  any  oneHr; 

-hool.p«haps  better  than  any  one  in  the  S^T^! 
^rk  and  the  power  to  catch  subUe  inteUeSuJ^e- 
tions  m  a  face  were  «.metimes  beyond  him.  but T.  feZt 

toi?«r!K^J°'~'^  Holding  his  stick  of  charcoal 
toward  the  model  at  arm's-length,  he  measuredlHe 
heads  five  m  aU.  and  hud  off  an  equal  number  of  »ace! 
uponh«paper.  After  this,  by  aid  rf  his  mir«7hestL^ 
thegen^U  character  of  the  po«,  for  nea^'L  J^^^ 
Then,  with  a  few  strokes  of  his  charcoal  he  kid  nffT 
^  c^u-truction  Une,  with  a  fZTLd  a^r^^il' 
that  were  exceUent.  Upon  these  lines  he  made  a^„d 
drawmg  a  little  more  detailed,  though  as  rt;t^ 
Zf  5  in.  angular,,  and  n^uglg  "CS^'f 
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By  the  end  of  an  hour  the  first  sketch  of  his  drawing 
was  complete.  It  was  astonishingly  good,  vigorous  and 
sohd;  better  than  all.  it  had  that  feeling  for  form  that 
makes  just  the  difference  between  the  amateur  and  the 
genuine  artist. 

By  this  time  Vandover's  interest  began  to  flag.    Pour 
tmies  he  had  drawn  and  redrawn  the  articulation  of  the 
model  s  left  shoulder.    As  she  stood,  turned  sideways  to 
bim.  one  hand  on  her  hip.  the  deltoid  muscle  was  at  once 
contracted  and  foreshortened.    It  was  a  difficult  bit  of 
anatomy  to  draw.    Vandover  was  annoyed  at  his  ill  sue 
cess  —  such  close  attenUon  and  continued  effort  wearied 
Imn  a  litUe-the  room  was  overheated  and  close,  and 
the  gas  stove,  which  was  placed  near  the  throne  to  warm 
the  model,  leaked  and  filled  tie  room  with  a  nasty  brassy 
smell.    Vandover  remembered  that  the  previous  week 
he  had  been  looking  over  some  old  bound  copies  of  I' Art 
in  the  Mechanics  Library  and  had  found  them  of  absorbing 
interest.    There  was  a  pleasant  comer  and  a  huge  com- 
fortable chair  near  where  they  were  in  the  reading-roon,, 
and  from  the  window  one  could  occasionaUy  look  out  upon 
the  street.    It  was  a  quiet  spot,  and  he  would  not  be  dis- 
turbed aU  the  morning.    The  idea  was  so  attractive  that 
he  put  away  his  portfolio  and  drawing  things  and  went  out. 
For  an  hour  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  enjoyment  of 
I  Art,  excusing  his  indolence  by  telling  himself  that  it  was 
^  m  his  profession  and  was  not  time  lost.    A  reproduc- 
tion of  a  picture  by  G«rome  gave  him  some  suggestions 
for  the  "Last  Enemy. "  which  he  noted  very  carefully. 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  rustle  of  starched  skirts  and  a 
voice  that  said: 
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"Wliy.heUo,Van!" 

He  looked  up  quickly  to  «e  a  yofflWBiri  of  Jw«.f       . 

w«  deUghted.  »«^<'««Jy  pmty.    Vandover 

bofk"*i'!r7'^'"^^"°'^'''^i"»t«»°e«aftera.^ 
book,  and  of  course  it  had  to  be  out  R,.t  ^iT  ,.  ^ 
kept  himself  so  ]on„?  Ti,  *  .  "*  '^''*'*  '^  l»e 

ah  v«T^  .    ^"^ '''«'«'« ''"y  he  threw  off  onher- 

itk^"a;;orer '^^^^^-^---o  ---^'t 

ver.night.addC       "^'°'"""*'"''*«>«^-herthat 

"We  might  go  to  the  Tivoli  or  somewhere  "  All  .t 
once  she  interrupted  herself,  laughing  "01.^,.  ^  ' 
about  you  the  other  night  'Cke^'  "^,^  ^«^  »" 
the  boys  painted  th-t  ^T^'^^VJ'    You  and 

rmrigi:t  JZS./^       ""  "'•  '"'"'  ^°"^    ^'  V-. 

offtuSgr„1L'l'r  *'  ''^'''  »•"*  t-'^  ''-If 
M.  w^  T,  ""^•hng hun  to  come  up  early. 

saia  01  ner.    She  was  virtuous,  but  the  veiy  fact 
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a  naa  even  been  the  companion  of  such  girls  as  T..r„-» 

sie  3  class  as  from  that  of  Turner  Ravis 

She  was  very  clever;  half  of  her  acquaintances  even  th. 
men,  did  not  know  how  verv  "™»»  i.  7.'  *"* 

_i:i,«  V  /^"""owvery  gay  she  was.  Only  those 
-hke  Vandover-who  knew  her  best,  knewier  Z 
wl«t  she  was,  for  Ida  was  morbidly  careful  of  ap^^' 
«.d«,,ea^ousofher  reputation  as  only  fast  girls  ^^• 
.  B«s.e  Laguna  was  her  counterpart.  flSIieTas  "the 
g^she  went  with."  just  as  HenriJta  Van^^L  T^e^: 

<*um  ;andNanniewasPlossieV'nmmng-mate" 
Ida  hved  with  her  people  on  Golden  Gate  Avenue  not 

mterest  m  a  carpet-cleaning  establishment  on  Howarf 
St«et.  and  her  mother  gave  lessons  in  painting  onS 
and  on  velvet.  Ida  had  just  been  graduated  f^JT^ 
ncrm^  school,  and  often  substitute.,^::^! fSd^^ 
gMtensmthecty.    She  hoped  soon  to  get  a  permant^ 
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Vandover  atrivcd  at  Ida's  house  that  night  at  about 
eight  o'clock  in  the  midst  of  a  drenching  fog.  The  par- 
lour and  front  room  on  the  second  floor  were  furnished 
■with  bay  witidows  decorated  with  some  meaningless  sort 
of  millwork.  The  front  door  stood  at  the  right  of  the 
parlour  windows.  Two  Corinthian  pillars  on  either  side 
of  the  vestibule  supported  a  balcony ;  these  pillars  had  iron 
capitals  which  were  painted  to  imitate  the  wood  of  the 
house,  which  in  its  turn  was  painted  to  imitate  stone. 
The  house  was  but  two  stories  high,  and  the  roof  was 
topped  with  an  iron  cresting.  There  was  a  microscopical 
front  yard  in  which  one  sjiw  a  tiny  gravel  walk,  two  steps 
long,  that  led  to  a  door  under  the  front  steps,  where  the 
gas-meter  was  kept.  A  few  dusty  and  straggling  calla- 
lilies  grew  about. 

Ida  opened  the  door  for  Vandover  almost  as  soon  as  he 
rang,  and  pulled  him  into  the  entry,  exclaiming:  "Come 
in  out  of  the  wet,  as  the  whale  said  to  Jonah.  Im't  it  a 
nasty  night?"  Vandover  noticed  as  he  came  in  that  the 
house  smelt  of  upholstery,  cooking,  and  turpentine.  He 
did  not  take  off  his  overcoat,  but  went  with  her  into  the 
parlour. 

The  parlour  was  a  little  room  with  tinted  plaster  walls 
shut  off  from  the  "back-parlour"  by  sliding  doors.  A 
ply  carpet  covered  the  floor,  a  cheap  piano  stood  across 
one  comer  of  the  room,  and  a  greenish  sofa  across  another. 
The  mantelpiece  was  of  white  marble  with  gray  spots; 
on  one  side  of  it  stood  an  Alaskan  "grass  basket"  full  of 
photographs,  and  on  the  other  an  inverted  section  of  a 
sewer-pipe  painted  with  daisies  and  full  of  gilded  cat- 
tails tied  with  a  blue  ribbon.    Near  the  piuno  straddled  a 
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huge  eMd  of  imiUUon  bimu  upholding  the  amyoa  pictuie 
of  Ida'*  baby  suter  enlarged  from  a  photognph.    Ackms 
one  corner  of  this  picture  waa  a  yellow  "diape."    There 
were  a  great  many  of  theae "drapes"  aU  about  the  room, 
hanging  over  the  comers  of  the  chain,  upon  an  edge  of  the 
mantelpiece,  and  even  twisted  about  the  chandelier.    In 
the  exact  middle  of  the  mantelpiece  itself  was  the  dock, 
one  of  the  chief  ornaments  of  the  room,  almost  the  first 
thing  one  saw  upon  entering;  it  was  a  round-faced  time- 
piece perversely  set  in  one  comer  of  an  immense  red  plush 
palette;  the  palette  itself  was  tilted  to  one  side,  and  was 
upheld  by  an  enad  of  twisted  brass  wire.    Out  of  the 
thumb-hole  stuck  half  a  dozen  brushes  wired  together  in 
a  round  bunch  and  covered  with  gilt  paint.    The  clock 
never  was  wound.    It  went  so  fast  that  it  was  useless  as 
a  timepiece.    Over  it,  however,  hung  a  hirge  and  striking 
picture,  a  species  of  cheap  photogravure,  a  lion  lying  in 
his  cage,  looking  mildly  at  the  spectator  over  his  shoulder. 
In  front  of  the  pictuie  were  real  iron  bars,  with  real 
straw  tucked  in  behind  them. 

Ida  sat  down  on  the  piano  stool,  twisting  back  and  forth, 
leaning  her  elbows  on  the  keys. 

"All  the  folks  have  gone  out  to  a  whist-party,  and  I'm 
left  all  alone  in  the  house  with  Maggie,"  she  said.  Then 
she  added:  "Bessie  and  Bandy  Ellis  said  they  would  come 
down  to-night,  and  I  thought  we  could  aU  go  downtown 
to  the  Tivoli  or  somewhere,  in  the  open-air  boxes,  you 
know,  way  up  at  the  top."  Hardly  had  she  spoken  the 
words  when  Bessie  and  Ellis  arrived. 

Ida  went  upstairs  to  get  on  her  hat  at  once,  because  it 
was  so  late,  and  Bessie  went  with  her. 
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EDi.  «iid  VMdover  iMghed  mi  •ooo  ••  th  ^  ww  etch 

other,  .nd  Elli.  excUimed  mockiiigly.  "Y^^^.  thwh 

jMhwiyrlfeel."    Vwidover  grinned: 
"Tluif.  «,."  he  anwrwed.    "I  do  lemember  now  of 

luiving  nude  that  remnric  levena  times.    Butyw-oh. 

you  were  fewful.    T  o  you  lemember  the  row  in  the  Lux- 

embouig?    Looktherr^hewyoubitme." 
Elli.  WM  iacen^f'    nU  Gewy  becau*  he  h»d  forMJten 

tneir  party. 

"Oh.  that*.  Chaiiie  Gtuy.  aU  oyer,"  an«7ered  Van- 
dover. 

A.  they  were  «peaking,there  came  a  sudden  outburst  of 
bellsin  various  parts  of  the  city  and  simultaneously  thty 
heard  the  hoarse  croaking  of  a  whisUe  down  by  the  watw- 
front* 

"Fire,"  said  Vandover  indifferently. 
Ellis  wa^  already  fumbling  in  his  pockets,  keeping  count 
of  the  strokes. 

"That's  one,"  he  exclaimed,  pulling  out  and  studying 
his  hat  of  alann-boxes,  "and  one-two-three,  that's  three 
and  on^two-three-/<nir,  one  thirty-four.    Let's  see  nowl 
That  s  Bush  and  Hyde  streets,  not  very  far  off."  and  he 
returned  his  card  to  the  inside  pocket  of  his  coat  as  though 
ne  had  accomplished  a  duty. 
He  lit  a  cigar.    "I  wonder  now."  he  said.  hedUting. 
I  gu«M  I  better  not  smoke  in  here.    I'U  go  outside  and 
get  a  mouthful  of  smoke  before  the  girls  come  down." 
He  went  out  and  Vandover  sat  down  to  the  cheap  piano 
Md  played  his  three  ineviuble  pieces,  the  two  polkas  and 
the  an-  of  the  topical  song;  but  he  was  inteirupted  by 
Juiis,  who  opened  the  door,  ciyiaf  out: 
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or  •  Uue!     Vwdomraa  out  and  i.w«  gw*tfM.th«D«l 

oiuiertwn.    Ida,  B««ue.  there'..  fi«.    Jurt  look  out  erf 
yourwadow..    H«k.the«  go  the  engine.." 
Bettw  came  tearing  down  the  stain  and  out  on  tl.« 

idaLT^:;^"*'''"'""^'^^"^--  "Te" 

"Oh.  Ida."  cried  Be«ie  up  the  rtaiw,  "then,'.  «,  .wful 
big&enghtnearhe«.andwe-»going"  •"•'^"1 

"Oh.  wait!"  Aouted  Ida.  he,  mouth  fuH  of  pin..  "I 
ludto^,„y^.i^t.    Oh.  <fo  wait  for  me.    Wherei. 

o^ZT.""''"^"'""'*^^'"*'"^-    "It  will  beau 
outbythet«newegetthe«.    I'm  coming  up  to  help." 

rm!^r"*'J'°'    '**,»««*°»««-    "Don't:  you  ratUe  me. 

Bul^aTf  .T  <*'''*"«'*'I«-'tfi«dmyc»arin.I" 
«„-  K  ^  .  tT  "^°«  **°'^'  »««»tUeM.  shrug. 
^J^^T\^^''°''^^-  TheyaUhurriS 
the  rt«et«,d  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  bl«».  Othw 
people  were  walking  rapidly  in  the  name  direcUon.  and 
there  w«3  an  opemng  and  d,utting  of  window,  and  front 

£r^^\'::''.'*^-^'""^^y^-  ittookthem 

Wrton.ach  the  fireUum  they  expected,  and  by  the  time 
they  had  come  w,thin  two  block. of  it  they  werequite  oul 
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ofbrnUi.    Herethe  ewitement  wu  Uvdy;  the  ddewalk* 
wm  full  of  people  going  in  the  wme  direction;  on  aU  lidee 
there  were  gu««eeM  to  where  the  fire  WM.    Onthefnmt 
rtep.  of  mMjr  hou«»  rtood  middle-m^  gentiemen.  rtiU 
holdmg  th«r  evening  paper.  «,d  cigar.,  ve^r  .muMd  «,d 
intereited  m  watching  the  crowd  go  part.    One  heard 
them  from  tune  to  time  caUing  to  their  UtUe  «»..  who 
were  dancing  on  the  .idewaUo.  forbidding  them  to  go-  in 
the  open  window,  above  could  be  .een  the  other  member, 
of  the  famdy.  their  face.  f«n«y  tinged  wiUi  the  glow 
ookmg  and  pointing,  or  calling  «««,  the  .treet  to  thei; 
fnend.  m  tiie  oppoute  h,u«».    Every  one  was  in  good 
humour;  it  wa.  «>  event,  a  fete  for  tiie  entire  neighbour- 

Vandover  and  hi.  party  came  at  krt  to  tiie  fir.t  engine. 
v.ol«iUy  pumping  and  coughing,  tiie  huge  gray  hor.e. 
rtandmg  near  by.  already  unhitched  and  blanketed,  in- 
diflerenUyfeedmgintiieirnowbag..  Some  of  tiie  crowd 
preferred  to  watch  tiie  engine,  ratiier  tiuw  tiie  fire,  and 

exchummg"fal«sal8rm"or"alloutnow." 

The  party  had  come  up  quite  close;  tiiey  could  smeU  tiie 
bunimg  wood  and  could  see  tiie  rtx)fs  of  tiie  nearer  house, 
beginning  to  stand  out  sharp  and  bhwk  against  ti»  red 
tjow  beyond.  It  wa.  a  bam  behind  a  huge  frame  house 
that  was  afire,  tiie  ui^  Lay  burning  like  powder,  and  by 
the  tune  Uiqr  reached  it  tiieflame.  were  already  dwindling. 
The  hose  was  lying  like  a  pytiion  aU  about  tiie  7^, 
whJe  upon  tiie  neighbouring  roofs  were  groups  of  firemen 
witii  hehnets  and  axes;  some  were  shouting  into  tiie  street 
below,  and  otiier.  were  holding  tiie  spouting  noizles  of  tiie 
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"^."  ttckimed  u  old  nun.  standing  neitr  to 
Id*  .ad  Vwdover.  "id,.  /  wm  here  when  it  fint  broJce 
Ottt;  you  ought  to  have  laen  the  flamei  theni  Loolt. 
there*!*  tree  catching  I" 

lie  crowd  became  deuMr;  polioemen  pudied  it  back 
and  stretched  a  rope  acroM  the  itreet.  There  waa  a 
world  of  tumbling  yeUow  moke  that  made  one'i  eye. 
«n«t,  and  a  great  crackling  and  wuipping  of  flame.. 
Tembly  excited  little  boy.  were  about  everywhere  whi.- 
thng  and  calling  for  each  other  a.  the  crowd  «sparated 
them. 

They  watched  the  fire  for  wme  time,  .landing  on  a  pUe 
of  boards  in  front  of  a  half -built  house,  but  a.  it  dwindled 
they  wearied  of  it 

''Want  to  go?"adcedVandoverat  last. 
"Ye^"  annvered  Ida,  "we  might  as  weU.  Oh,  where'. 
Be«ie  and  Ellis?"  They  were  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Van- 
dover  whisUed  and  Ida  even  called,  but  in  vain.  The 
littie  boy.  in  the  crowd  mimicked  Ida,  crying  back,  "Hey! 
BeMie!  Oh,  Bettie,  mommer  wants  youl"  The  men 
who  stood  near  Uughed  at  this,  but  it  annoyed  Vandover 
much  more  than  it  did  Ida. 

"Ah,  weU,  never  mind."  die  said  at  length.    "Let 
them  go.    Nowdialluwgo?" 

It  wa.  too  kte  for  the  theatre,  but  to  return  home  was 
outrfthequertion.  Thqr  .tarted  oif  aimlessly  downtown. 
While  he  talked  Vandover  was  perplexed.  Ida  was 
gayly  dresred  and  was  one  of  thow  girls  who  cannot  open 
then-  mouths  nor  raise  a  finger  in  the  street  without  at- 
tracting attention.  Vandover  was  not  at  all  certain  that 
he  cared  to  be  seen  on  Kearney  Street  as  Ida  Wade's  escort ; 
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one  never  knew  who  one  wa»  going  to  meet.    Ida  was  not 
a  bad  gnj.  ,he  was  not  notorious,  but.  confoundl   ft 
^uld  look  queer;  and  at  the  same  time,  whfle  iZ^  tte 
kwd  of  gtfl  that  one  did  not  want  to  be  seen  wi^  .r^ 
not  the  kind  of  girl  that  could  be  toTdT  Tf '    „  "" 

keep  m  the  background;  but  to  appear  on  Kearney  Street 

puto„hergov«-ah.no.itwasoutofthequestion. 

Ida  was  talkmg  away  endlessly  about  a  kindeLten 
mwluchshehadsubstitutedthelastweek.      '^**''*^*'» 

She  told  him  about  the  finny  little  niggergiri,  and  about 

^egamesandsongsandhowtheyplaye^'^iX^ 
-ound  and  cried.  "Twit,  twit."  and  the  game  J^£ 
butterflies  visiting  thi"  flnwi.^     ou  s»"io  oi  ine 

songabouttherav^      °"*"-    «^«  «=-»  «-«  P-rt  of  a 

"Eveiy  BtUe  mve  l»d  it,  nightKap  on; 
Ito  white-cap,  night-cap,  white-cap  on." 

'•It's  more/an  than  enough."  she  said, 
bay    Ida."  interrupted  Vandover  at  lenrth    "I'n. 

S^Sea^lrbS..^-^^---- 
^^^  All  nght."  she  answered.     "Where  do  you  want  to 

"Well."  replied  Vandover,  numing  over  in  his  mind  th- 
P^3  he  might  reach  by  unfrequentll  stTts     Tht' 
Mawhand'sorTortoni'sorthePoodleDog" 

oSrmtr^S---- imperial^; 
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On  the  instant  Vandover  wondered  what  she  could 

"The  Imperial?"  he  answered.  "Oh.  I  don't  know 
the  Impenal  «  a  sort  of  a  nice  place.  It  has  private 
^mshkeaU  of  these  places.  The  cooking  is  simply^ 
of  sight.  I  think  there  is  a  bar  connected  with  it"  Then 
he  went  on  to  telk  indifferently  about  the  kindergarten 
though  his  pulse  was  beating  fast,  and  his  nerv«  wer^ 
rtrungtaut.    By  and  by  Ida  said: 

"I  didn't  know  there  was  a  bar  at  the  Imperial     I 
thought  It  was  just  some  kind  of  an  oyster  joint.    Why 

Iheardofave.ynicegirl,asweUgirl,goinginthere." 

Oh.  yes  •  said  Vandover.  "they  do.    I  say.  Ida."  he 
went  on.   what's  the  matter  with  going  down  theref  " 

The  Imperialr'  exclaimed  Ida.     "WeU.  I  guess  no</" 
Why.  It  s  allnght,  if  I'm  with  you."  retorted  Vandover 
but  if  you  don't  like  it  we  can  go  anywhere  else." 
WeU  I  guess  we  wiU  go  anywhere  else."  returned  Ida. 
and  for  the  time  the  subject  was  dropped 

They  took  a  Sutter  Street  car  and  got  off  at  Grant 
Avenue,  havmg  decided  to  go  to  Marchand's. 

"•That's  the  Imperial  down  there,  isn't  it?"  asked  Ida 
«  they  reached  the  sidewalk.  Vandover  made  a  last 
Bttempt : 

"I  say.  Ida.  come  on.  let's  go  there.  It's  aU  right  if 
Imwithyou.    Ah.comeaIong:what'stheodds?" 

No —  no  — HO,"  she  answered  decisively.    "What 
Jcind  of  a  girl  do  you  think  I  am,  anyway?  " 

"Well.  I  teU  you  what."  answered  Vandover.  "just 
came  down  by  the  place,  and  if  you  don't  like  the  looks 
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of  it  you  needn't  go  in.    I  want  to  get  some  cigarettes, 
anyhow.    You  can  walJc  down  with  me  tiU  I  do  Ma<  " 

I'll  walk  down  with  you."  replied  Ida.  "but  I  shan't 
go  m."  ^^  ■■ 

They  drew  near  to  the  Imperial.  The  street  about 
was  deserted,  even  the  usual  hacks  that  had  their  stand 
tnere  were  gone. 

"You  Be^,"  explained  Vandover  as  they  passed  slowly 

'°;Z.      *^"  ''~"'  "*^  "  «"  1»'«t  «°°"gh.    If  you 
pulled  down  your  veil  no  one  would  know  the  difference 

'".'?A,r.\  '"'""''  "'*'""°'*'  y""  ^'  "Rht  at  the  side." 
AU  right  come  along,  let's  go  in."  exdaimed  Uu  sud- 
denly and  before  he  kneW  it  they  had  swung  open  the 
httle  door  oi^  the  ladies'  entrarce  with  its  frosted  ^ane  of 
glass  and  had  stepped  inside. 
It  was  between  nine  and  ten  o'clock,  and  the  Imperial 

outside,  and  Toby,  the  red-eyed  waiter,  was  talking  in 
low  tones  to  a  girl  underone  of  the  electric  lights  ^^ 

Vandover  and  Ida  went  into  one  of  the  larger  rooms  in 
tte  rear  passage  and  shut  the  door.  Ida  pushed  her 
bolero  jacket  from  her  shoulders,  saying.  "This  seems 
nice  and  quiet  enough." 

"WeU,  of  course."  answered  Vandover.  as  though  dis- 
m^smgthequestionforgood.  "Now.  what  are  we  going 
to  have?    I  say  we  have  champagne  and  oysters." 

Let  s  have  Cliquot.  then."  exclaimed  Ida.  which  was 
the  only  champagne  she  had  ever  heard  of  besides  the 
Califorma  brands. 

She  was  very  excited.    Tluc  was  the  kind  of  "gay" 
tmie  she  delighted  in.  t«te-&.tAte  champagne  suppers  with 
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men  late  at  night     She  had  never  been  in  such  a  place 

whatdae  had  done,  the  whiff  of  the  greatcity'svicecaiht 
m  th„  manner,  sent  a  little  tremor  of  pleasure  and  excfte- 
ment  over  all  her  nerves.  <=»"!«- 

drank  sloHy,  and  had  more  oyster,  to  go  with  the  last 

n*her  blond  hair  disordered  and  falling  abouther  cheeks. 

Va^dover  put  his  arm  about  her  neck  and  drew  her 

toward  h.m  and  as  she  sank  down  upon  him.  smiling  and 

^mpWnt   her  hah-  tumbling  upon  her  shoulder  and 

her  head  and  throat  bentback.  he  leaned  his  cheek  against 
hers,  speakmg  ma  low  voice. 

T  u^/r""'"  '*'*  "'"™"™d.  smiling;  "never -ah.  if 

I  hadn  t  come  _  no.  Van  -  please "And  then  with 

a  long  breath  she  abandoned  herself 

G^^'r'l^^^'  ^"  '"'*  *•''  "'  '^'^  ^'^^  °f  ^-^  house  on 
Golden  Gate  Avenue.    On  their  way  home  Ida  had  grown 

more  senous  than  he  had  ever  known  her  to  be.  NowT 
began  to  C7  softly  to  herself.  "Oh.  Van."  she  said,  put- 
ting her  head  down  upon  his  shoulder,  "oh.  I  am  so  Jrn,. 
You  don  t  thmk  any  less  of  me.  do  you?  Oh,  Van/you 
must  be  true  to  me  now!"  "".you 


CHAPTER  SEC 

EvEBTBODT  in  San  Francisco  knew  of  the  Ravises  and 
always  made  it  a  point  to  speak  of  them  as  one  of  the  best 
families  of  the  city.  They  were  not  new  and  they  were 
not  particularly  rich.  They  had  Uyed  in  the  same  house 
on  Cahfomia  Street  for  nearly  twenty  years  and  had 
always  been  comfortably  well  off.  As  things  go  in  San 
Francisco,  they  were  old-fashioned.  They  had  family 
tradiUons  and  usages  aijd  time-worn  customs.  Their 
hbraiy  had  been  in  process  of  coDection  for  the  past  half 
centurj  and  the  pictures  on  the  waUs  were  oil  paintings  of 
steel  engravings  and  genuine  old-fashioned  chromos.  be- 
yond price  to-day. 

Their  furniture  and  ornaments  were  of  the  preceding 
generation,  soUd,  conservative.  They  were  not  chosen 
with  reference  to  any  one  style,  nor  all  bought  at  the  same 
time.  Each  separate  piece  had  an  individuality  of  its 
own.  The  Ravises  kept  their  old  things,  long  after  the 
fashion  had  gone  out,  preferring  them  to  the  smarter  "art  " 
objects  on  account  of  their  associations. 

There  were  six  in  the  family,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ravis,  Tur- 
ner,  and  her  older  brother,  Stanley,  Yale  '88,  a  very  serious 
young  gentleman  of  twer.ty-seven,  continually  professing 
an  interest  in  economics  and  finance.  Besides  these 
were  the  two  children,  Howard,  nine  years  old,  and  his 
sister,  aged  fourteen,  who  had  been  christened  Virginia. 
They  were  a  home-loving  race.     Mr.  Ravis.  senior. 
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there.     Stanley  was  absorbed  in  hi,  law  buaine™   and 
Tomer  went  out  but  litUe.    Thqr  much  prX^'e^J 
others  socety  to  that  of  three  fourths  of  theirlSu^ 
^ces.  most  of  their  friends  being  "friends  of  theST' 
whocametodinnerthreeorfourtimesayear 

It  was  a  custom  of  theirs  to  spend  the  evenings  in  the 
b.g  «hmng-room  at  the  back  of  the  house,  aft^e  tewl 
h«l  been  cl^  away.  Mr.  Ravis  and  SUnl  ylL^ 

S^sT";  rr°''"«  "^  "«"•  *'•«'  "ther'irpt! 

Mrs.  Ravis.  with  the  magazines  and  Turner  withTe 

table  to  themselves  where  they  played  with  their  soldien, 
and  backgammon  board.  wioiers 

The  fa^y  kept  two  servants.  June  the  "China  boy  " 
Dtt^°"?*'''""°'*"'''''««*-^<'fthing,!ld 
BelphmeUie  cook,  a  more  recent  acquisition.    W  wi 

its^^'^nrzT'  '"•"''^^^ '' "'  -^'^^^ 

"^  '^o™  and  the  heavy  sweeping,  but  it  waa 
^ther  tnnewom  custom  for  Mrs.  Ra4  and  Tui^er  " 

nghts,  dustmg  and  making  up  the  beds.    Besides  this 

V.rg.ma.  who  were  too  old  for  a  nurse  but  too  young  to 
take  care  of  themselves.  She  had  them  to  bed  at  1^ 
mended  some  of  their  clothes,  made  them  take  their  bS 

uT^f  •  ^''**'*«*«'  P--  between  them  in  their  hoL^ 
quarre  s.  and.  most  arduous  task  of  aU.  saw  that  How  Jd 
prop^J  washed  himself  eve.y  morning,  and  on  wZ^ 
day  iind  Saturday  altemoons  that  he  was  suitably  dressed 
m  time  for  dancing  school.  ^  ^^ 
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It  was  Sunday  afternoon.  Mrs.  Ravis  was  reading  to 
her  husband,  who  lay  on  the  sofa  in  the  back-parlour 
smoking  a  cigar.  Stanley  hau  ^one  out  to  make  a  call 
while  Howard  and  Virginia  had  forgathered  in  the  bath- 
room to  sail  their  boats  and  cigar  boxes  in  the  tub  To- 
ward half-past  three,  as  Turner  was  in  her  room  writing 
letters,  the  door-beU  rang.  She  stopped,  with  her  pen 
m  the  air,  wondering  if  it  might  be  Vandover.  It  was 
June's  afternoon  out.  In  a  few  minutes  the  beU  rang 
again,  and  Turner  ran  down  to  answer  it  herself,  inter- 
ceptmg  Delphine,  who  took  June's  place  on  these  occa. 
sions,  but  who  was  hopelessly  stupid. 

Mrs.  Ravis  had  peered  out  through  the  curtains  of  the 
parlour  window  to  see  who  it  was,  and  Turner  met  her 
and  Mr.  Ravis  coming  upstairs,  abandoning  the  parlour 
to  Turner's  caller. 

"Mamma  and  I  are  going  upstairs  to  read,"  explained 
Mr.  Ravis.  "It's  some  one  of  your  young  men.  You  can 
bnng  him  right  in  the  parlour." 

"I  think  it's  Air.  Haight,"  said  Turner's  mother.  "Ask 
him  to  stay  to  tea." 

"Well,  "said  Turner  doubtfuUy,  as  she  paused  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs.  "I  wiU.  but  you  know  we  never  have 
anything  to  speak  of  for  Sunday  evening  tea.  June  is 
out,  and  you  know  how  clumsy  and  stupid  Delphine  is 
when  she  waits  on  the  table." 

It  ^oas  young  Haight.  Turner  was  very  gkd  to  see 
him  for  next  to  Vandover  she  liked  him  better  than  any 
of  the  others.  She  was  never  bored  by  being  obliged  to 
entertem  him,  and  he  always  had  something  to  say  and 
some  clever  way  of  saying  it. 
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About  half-past  five,  m  they  were  talking  about  wna- 

tei^rphotography.  M».  R.vis  can.e  in  and  callJi  ^ 

Tea  with  the  Ravises  was  the  old-fashioned  tea  of 
'S  •'^'^  "^i  ."^^  "'"'*  «"  '^y  "^  the  mZe^ 
cold  lunch,  no  sp.ces.  not  even  catsup,  or  pepper  sauces 
The  urkey  or  chicken  they  had  had  for  din^r  was  ^ 
cold  m  shces:  there  was  canned  fruit,  preserves,  te"  ^ 
ers  bread  and  butter.ah^rge  dish  of  cold  pork  and  bSS 
and  a  huge  glass  pitcher  of  ice-water  -"""eans. 

In  the  absence  of  June.  Victorine  the  cook  went  through 

bi^assed  m  her  clean  caHco  gown  and  starched  apron 

touched  the  chanaware  with  an  over-zealous  and  constr^^"^ 
mg  tendern^s  as  if  the  pUtes  and  dishes  had  been  delicate 

table  mahng  sudden  and  awkward  dabs  at  it.    When  it 
came  to  passing  the  pUtes.  she  passed  then,  on  thew^  ' 
«de  and  remembered  he^elf  at  the  wrong  moment  S 
stammenngapol<«..    In  her  excess  of  Stenrslrkep? 
up  a  constant  murmur  as  she  attendj^to  their  w^u 

Mrsl^i  ^'^'T    «^"''''««*'tri«J'taway.rad 

M«Ravis  want  another  cuppa  tea?    No?    No  more  tea? 

S^^l'i:*^^'-.  ^-''-'l.MasterHowaS 
Nice  French   bread,  he  always  liked  that.    Some  more 

pr«erved  pears.  Miss  Ravis?    Yes.  miss,  she'd  «' Tm 

^  hrSef "  ''^r'  °^*''  ""^  -  «•«  »'ioaS 

ih^r^Z""^-    ^°'°°'*'^    Now  she'd  go  and  put 
them  back.    And  at  last  when  she  had  set  the  nerves  of 
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all  <rf  them  in  a  jangle,  wu  dumiued  to  the  kitchen  and 

retired  with  a  gaap  of  unspeakable  relief. 

Somewhat  kter  in  the  evening  young  Haight  waa  alone 
with  Turner,  and  their  conversation  had  taken  a  very  un- 
iMiial  and  personal  turn.    All  at  once  Turner  exdaimed: 

"I  often  wonder  wluit  good  I  am  in  the  world  to  any 
body.  I  don't  tnoio  a  thing.  I  can't  <fo  a  thing.  I  couldn't 
cook  the  phunest  kind  of  a  meal  to  tave  me,  and  it  took  me 
all  of  two  hours  yesterday  to  do  just  a  Uttle  buttonhole 
•Utchmg.  I'm  not  good  for  anything.  I'm  not  a  help 
to  anybody." 

Young  Haight  looked  into  the  blue  flame  of  the  gas-log, 
almost  the  only  modem  innovation  throughout  the  entire 
house,  and  was  silent  for  a  moment;  then  he  leaned  his 
elbows  on  his  knees  and,  stiU  looking  at  the  flame,  replied: 
I  don't  know  about  that.  You  have  been  a  consider- 
able help  to  me." 

"To  yout"  exclaimed  Turner,  surprised.  "A  help  to 
yotif    Why,  how  do  you  mean? ' 

"WeU,"  he  answered,  stiU  without  looking  at  her,  "one 
always  has  one's  influence,  you  know." 

"Ah,  lots  of  influence  /  have  over  anybody."  retorted 
Turner,  incredulously. 

"Yes,  you  have,"  he  insisted.  "You  have  plenty  of 
mfluence  over  the  people  that  care  for  you.  You  have 
plenty  of  influence  over  me."  • 

Turner,  very  much  embarrassed,  and  not  knowing  how 
to  answer,  bent  down  to  the  side  of  the  mantelpiece  and 
turned  up  the  flame  of  the  gas-log  a  little.  Young  Haight 
continued,  almost  as  embarrassed  as  she: 

"I  suppose  I'm  a  bad  lot,  perhaps  a  little  worae  than 
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met  other.,  but  I  think -I  hope -there'.  «,n.e  go  , 

S  ,  T  ^'^'^''  ^°"  '°°''  mind  if  I  .peak  ju,t  .,  I 
think,  or  Uu,  once.  I  promi.e."  he  went  oV^^i  a  Zu 
«nJe  "not  to  do  it  again.  You  know  my  mother^ 
when  Iwas  htUe  and  I  have  lived  mostly  with  men.  Vol 
have  been  to  me  what  the  «K.iety  of  women  ha,  been  t^ 

very  well  -  the  only  one  I  ever  wanted  to  know.    I  have 

cared  for  you  the  way  other  men  have  cared  for  the  diffel! 
ent  women  that  come  into  their  live.;  a.  they  have  ca.^ 

for  the,r  mothers,  their  .L  ,r.  -  and  their  Wll  Y^ 
have    ,,,.,^ ,,  ^^  ^  ^  ^^^^^^  ^^  -ves.    Y^u 

have  done;  what  if  I  should  ever  ask  you  to  be  ~ZZ 

theo«*«-tome.theonethafsbestofaU?" 

Young  Haight  turned  toward  her  as  he  finished  and 
looked  at  her  for  the  first  time.  Turner  was  stiTveS 
much  embarrassed.  ^ 

"Oh.  I'm  veiy  glad  if  I've  been  a  help  to  -  to  anybody 
-■toyo«."d.esaid,confusedly.  "But  I  never  kZ  uS 
you  cared-that  you  thought  about  me-in  tharw^ 
But  you  mustn't,  you  know,  you  mustn't  care  for  mTJ 
tha  way.  I  o„ght  to  teU  you  right  away  that  i  nev^, 
could  care  for  you  more  than-I  always  have  donel 
m^  «-  ^<"  you  only  as  a  very,  very  g«L  tri^^tyol 
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than  any  one  elie.  when  I  didn't.  Now  wouldn't  that  be 
wrong?  You  don't  know  how  glad  it  makes  me  feel  that 
I  have  been  of  some  good  to  you,  and  that  is  just  why  I 
want  to  be  sincere  now  and  not  make  you  think  any  less 
of  me  —  think  any  worse  of  me. " 

"Oh,  /  know,"  answered  young  Haight.  "I  know  I 
■houldn't  have  said  anything  about  it.  I  knew  before- 
hond,  or  thought  I  knew,  that  you  didn't  care  in  that 
way." 

"  Maybe  I  have  been  wrong,"  she  replied,  "  in  n  jt  seeing 
that  you  cared  so  much,  and  have  given  you  a  wrong  im- 
pression.    '  thought  you  knew  how  it  was  all  the  time." 
*'  Knew  how  what  was  ?  "  he  asked,  looking  up. 
"  Why,"  she  said,  "knew  how  Van  and  I  were." 
"I  knew  that  Van  cared  foryou  agreat  deal." 
"Yes,  but  you  know,"  she  went  on,  hesitating  and  con- 
fused,  "you  know  we  are  engaged.    We  have  been  en- 
gaged for  nearly  two  years." 

"But  he  don't  consider  himself  as  engaged!"  The 
words  were  almost  out  of  Haight's  mouth,  but  he  shut 
his  teeth  against  them  and  kept  sUence  —  he  hardly  knew 
why. 

"Suppose  Vandover  were  out  of  the  question,"  he  -iid, 
getting  up  and  smiling  in  order  not  to  seem  aa  serious  as 
he  really  was. 

"Ah,"  she  said,  smiling  back  at  him.  "I  don't  know; 
that's  a  hard  question  to  answer.  I've  never  atked  myself 
that  question." 

"Well,  I'm  saving  you  the  trouble,  you  see,"  he  an- 
swered, stUlsnuling.    "lamaskingit/oryou." 

"But  I  don't  want  to  answer  such  a  question  off-hand 
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KJeth.t;how«u.ItelI?    It  would  only  be  p.A«;«.  ,-^e 
Young  Hdght  an.weml  quickly  tUt  "ju»t  now"  he 

not  newUiw.  She  had  spoken  at  the  «une  time  as  he 
exdaimmg.  "But  what  is  the  good  of  talking  otLT?  bI 
cause  no  matter  what  happened  I  feel  as  tf  oug^I  «.Sd 
^break  my  promise  to  Van.  even  il  I  should  wanTu, 
Because  I  have  talked  like  this.  Dolly."  she  went  on  1~ 
"nously.  "you  must  not  be  deceived  or  g!t  a  wi^LT 
P~     Youunderstandhowthingsare.'dWt;r" 

a  laugh  "'"'l  k'  "Tr*-  *'■"  "^'"«  *"  "^  't  °ff  -'«> 
II        il.-    ^.^"^•^^o^-    But  now  I  hope  you  won't 

oon"Si^ilir  T^  ■^°"'  -"'•  tha^Lgri; 

g^  o^ust  as  rf  I  hadn  t  spoken.  ,ust  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 

"Why.  of  oouwe."  she  said,  hiughing  with  him  again 
Of  courie,  why  shouldn't  they?  "  ""o  agam. 

H  JlT  TZ  '^"'u"'  *'■"'  ^  •«'^  ^y  «>«  time  young 
H«ght  stood  at  the  door  with  his  hat  in  his  hand'r^y' 

He  mised  his  free  hand  over  her  head,  and  said,  with 
burlesque,  dramatic  effect,  tiying  to  keep  down  a  sif 

1 4:ryr^*'= ^°' ^^  "'^  ^^"''°- -^  •- •>  w; 

^  ^Ah- don't  be  so  ««./,  absu«l...  she  cried,  beginning 


\ 


CHAPTER  SEVEN 

On  a  certain  evening  about  four  months  later  Ellis  and 
Vandover  had  a  "date "  with  Ida  Wade  and  Bessie  Laguna 
at  the  Mechanics'  Fair.    Ellis,  Bessie,  and  Ma  were  to 
meet  Vandover  there  in  the  Art  Gallery,  as  he  had  to 
make  a  call  with  his  father,  and  could  not  get  there  until 
half-past  nine.    They  were  aU  to  walk  about  the  Fair  untU 
ten,  after  which  the  two  men  propo,,ed  to  take  the  girls 
out  to  the  Cliff  House  in  separate  coupes.    The  whole 
thmg  had  been  arranged  by  EUis  and  Bessie,  and  Vandover 
was  irritated.    Ellis  ought  to  have  had  more  sense;  rush- 
ing the  girls  was  aU  very  well,  but  eveiybody  went  to  the 
Mechanics'  Fair,  and  he  didn't  like  to  have  nice  girls  like 
Turner  or  Henrietta  Vance  see  him  with  chippies  like  that. 
It  was  aU  very  well  for  Ellis,  who  had  no  social  position, 
but  for  him,  Vandover.  it  would  look  too  confounded 
queer.    Of  course  he  was  in  for  it  now.  and  would  have  to 
face  the  music.    You  can't  teU  a  girl  like  that  that  you're 
ashamed  to  be  seen  with  her.  but  veiy  likely  he  would  get 
himself  into  a  regular  box  with  it  all. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  Mechanics'  PaviUon,  it  was 
about  twenty  minutes  of  ten.  and  as  he  pushed  through 
the  wicket  he  let  himself  into  a  huge  amphitheatre  full  of 
colour  and  movement. 

There  was  a  vast  shuffling  of  thousands  of  feet  and  a 
subdued  roar  of  conversation  like  the  noise  of  a  great 
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mill;  mingled  with  these   were  the  purring  of  distant 
maclunejy.  the  splashing  of  a  temporary  fountain  and 
the  rhythmic  clamour  of  a  brass  band,  while  in  the  piano 
exhibit  the  hired  performer  was  phiying  a  concert-grand 
with  a  great  flourish.    Nearer  at  hand  one  could  catch 
ends  of  conversation  and  notes  of  laughter,  the  creaking 
of  boots,  and   the  rustle  of  moving  dresses  and  stiff 
skirts.    Here  and  there  groups  of  school  chUdren  el- 
bowed  their  way  tJirough  the  crowd,  crying  shrilly,  their 
hands  fuU  of  advertisement  pamphlets,   fans,   picture 
cards,  and  toy  whips  with  pewter  whistles  on  the  butts, 
whik  the  air  Uself  was  full  of  the  smell  of  fresh  popcorn. 
Ellis  and  Bessie  were  in  the  Art  Gallery  upstairs.    Mrs. 
Wade,  Ida  s  mother,  who  gave  lessons  in  hand  j  .inting 
had  an  exhibit  there  which  they  were  interested  to  find- 
a  bunch  of  yeUow  poppies  painted  on  velvet  and  framed 
m  gilt.    They  stood  before  it  some  little  time  hazarding 
their  opinions  and  then  moved  on  from  one  picture  to 
another;  Ellis  bought  a  catalogue  and  made  it  a  duty  to 
find  the  titie  of  eve^^  picture.     Bessie  professed  to  be 
veor  fond  of  painting;  she  had  '  taken  it  up'  at  one  time 
and  had  abandoned  it,  only  because  the  oil  or  turpentine 
or  something  was  unhealthy  for  her.     "Of  course."  she 
said,  "I'm  no  critic.  I  only  know  what  I  like.    Now  that 
one  over  there,  I  like  thai.    1  think  those  ideal  heads  like 
that  are  lovely,  don't  you.  Bandy?    Oh,  there's  Van!" 
He  o!"  said  Vandover.  coming  up.     "Where's  Ida?" 
Hello,  Van!"  answered  Bessie.    "Ida  wouldn't  come 
Isn  t  It  too  mean?    She  said  she  couldn't  come  because 
she  had  a  cold,  but  she  was  just  talking  through  her  face. 
1  know.    She's  just  got  kind  of  a  streak  on  and  you  can't 


''  m 


90  VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRDTE 

g«t  anything  out  of  her.    You  two  haven't  had  a  row 
have  you      WeU  I  didn't  Mini  you  h«l.    But  ahe' ^I' 

outof  J:  r'^'T?""*^"-  I '!<"'•*  believe  she's  ^n 
out  of  the  house  this  week.  But  isn't  it  niean  of  her  to 
throw  cold  water  on  the  pr«»ssion  like  this?  She's  ^n 
«'^r..''"^'-'»«>-«*-y->e'sgoingtorefo™.^" 
K  ^  w  '»'f7'">«J°^«'-.  g««tly  relieved,  "that's  too 
bad.  We  could  have  had  a  lot  of  fun  to-night  r~ 
awfuUysoriy.  Well.whatareyoutwogoingto  JoP- 
said  Elhs.       You  are  kind  oi  left  out.  though  " 

I  don't  know."  answered  Vandover.     "Maybe  I'll  go 
downtown,  and  see  if  I  can  find  some  of  the  boys '• 

PlI,-;    " w"""  ^u^'  ^  """"^^  ^"^  ^omewheres."  said 
Ellis        We  saw  hun  ,ust  now  over  by  the  chess  machine." 

dov^.       Well.Ihopeyoutwoenjoyyourselves."    Ashe 
wa^  tuinmg  away  Bessie  Laguna  came  nmning  back  and 
takmg  him  a  little  to  one  side  said: 
"You'd  better  go  round  and  see  Ida  pretty  soon  if  you 

Uunk  she  d  hke  to  see  you  pretty  weU.    HonesUy."  she 
said  suddenly  ve.y  grave.  "I  never  saw  Ida  so  cut  up  in 
my  life.    She  s  been  taking  on  over  something  in  a  dread- 
ful way  and  I  think  she'd  like  to  see  you.    She  won't  tell 
meanythmg.    You  go  around  and  see  her." 
"All  right."  answered  Vandover  smiling,  "I'll  go  » 
As  he  was  going  down  the  stairs  on  his  way  to  find  young 
Haight  It  occurred  to  him  what  Ida's  trouble  might  be 
He  was  all  at  once  struck  with  a  great  fear,  so  that  for  an 
instant  he  turned  cold  and  weak,  and  reached  out  his  hand 


81 

Ah. 


VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 

to  steady  himself  against  the  railing  of  the  stairs.  Ah 
what  a  calaxnity  that  would  be!  What  a  calamity. 
Whatadr^idfulresponsibility!  Whatacrime!  H^ufd 
not  keep  the  thought  out  of  his  mind.    He  tried  tTt^n 

Wmselftl.tIdahadpractical,ygivenher<!LX^oS 
2  such  a  pbce;  that  he  was  not  the  only  one.  air  7; 
that  there  was  nothing  certain  as  yet.  He  stood  on  the 
Stairway,  empty  for  that  moment,  biting  the  end  of  his 
thumb,  saymg  to  himself  in  a  low  voice: 
"  mat  a  calamity,  what  a  horrible  aJamity  that  would 
be!    Ah  you  scoundrel!    You  da^ed  fool,  not  to  have 

the  candy  booths,  came  down  the  stairs  behind  him  with 
a  great  babble  of  talk.  Vandover  gave  an  irritated  shrug 
of  h^shodders  a^  if  freeing  himself  from  the  disagreeable 
subject  and  went  on.  -"^^^caxuie 

He  could  not  Lnd  young  Haight  down  stairs  and  so 
went  up  mto  the  gaUe^y  again.  After  a  long  time  he 
came  upon  him  sitting  on  an  empty  bench  nursing  his  cane 
and  watehmg  the  crowd  go  past. 

"HeUo.  old  man!"  he  exclaimed.  "Ellis  told  me  I 
would  find  you  around  somewhere.  I  was  just  going  to 
give  you  up."  He  sat  down  beside  his  chum,  and  the  two 
began  to  talk  about  the  people  as  they  passed.  "Ah 
get  on  to  the  red  hat!"  exclaimed  Vandover  on  a  sudden.* 
1  Jiat  s  the  thud  time  she's  passed." 

HdS"  ^^  *°"''  °*  "^^^  ^'^'^  Laguna?"  asked  young 

;' Yes,"  answered  Vandover.    "They're  going  to  have 

a  tmie  at  the  Cliff  House.'  8  w  aave 

"That's  too  bad."  young  Haight  replied.     "Ellis  has 
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just  thrown  hlnwelf  away  with  that  girl.  He  might  have 
kQown  some  very  nice  people  when  he  first  came  here 
Between  that  girl  and  his  whisky  he  has  managed  to  spoil 
every  chance  he  might  have  had." 

"There's  Charlie  Geaiy."  Vandover exclaimed  suddenly, 
wlnsthng  and  beckoning.  "Hey. there. CharKei  whereyou 
gomg?  Oh."  he  cried  on  a  sudden  as  Geary  eame  up. 
•  oh,  get  on  to  his  new  store  clothe?,  will  you?"  They 
both  pretended  to  be  overwhelmed  by  the  elegance  of 
Geary  s  new  suit. 

M  "^^'■''f'^  y°«^  H^Bht.     "The  bloody,  bloomin'. 
bloated  sweU.    Just  let  me  to^A  them!" 

Vandover  shaded  his  eyes  and  turned  away  as  though 
d^uzled.  "This  is  too  much."  he  gasped.  "Such  mag- 
nificence, such  purple  and  fine  linen."  Then  suddenly  he 
shouted,  "Oh.  ohi  look  at  the  crease  in  those  trousers. 
•No;  It  s  too  much.  I  can't  stand  it." 

"Oh.  shut  up,"  said  Geary,  irritated,  as  they  had  in- 
tended  he  should  be.  "Yes."  he  went  on.  "I  thought  I'd 
blow  myself.  I've  been  working  like  a  dog  the  whole 
month.  I  m  trying  to  get  in  Scale's  office.  Beale  and 
Storey,  you  ]  ow.  I  got  the  promise  of  a  berth  last  week 
so  I  thought  I'd  blow  myself  for  some  rags.  I've  been 
over  to  Sa  a  Rafael  all  day  visiting  my  cousins;  had  a  great 
time;  went  out  to  row.  Oh.  and  had  a  great  feed:  lettuce 
sandwiches  with  mayonnaise.  Simply  out  of  sight  I 
came  back  on  the  four  o'clock  boat  and  held  down  the 
Ime '  on  Kearney  Street  for  an  hour  or  two." 

"Yes?"  young  Haight  said  perfunctorily,  adding  after 
a  moment.  "Isn't  this  a  grr  crowd,  a  typical  San  Fran- 
Cisco  crowd  and " 
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"I  had  a  cocktaa  in  the  Imperial  at  about  quarter  of 
five."  said  Geary,  "and  got  a  cigar  at  the  Elite;  then  I 
went  around  to  get  my  clothes.  Oh.  you  ought  to  have 
heard  the  blowing  up  I  gave  my  tailor!  I  let  him  have 
it  right  straight." 

Geaiy  paused  a  moment,  and  Vandover  said:  "  Come 
on.  let's  walk  around  a  litUe;  don't  you  want  to?  We 
might  run  on  to  the  red  hat  again." 

"I  told  him,"  continued  Geaiy  without  moving,  "that 
if  he  wanted  to  do  any  more  work  for  me,  he'd  have  to 
get  in  front  of  himself  in  a  huny,  and  that  /  wasn't  full  of 
bubbles,  if  ht  was.  'Why,'  says  he,  'why.  Mr.  Geanr, 
I  ve  never  had  a  customer  talk  like  this  to  me  before  since 
I've  been  in  the  business!'  'WeU.  Mr.  Allen.'  says  I 
•it'stimeyouAorf/'  Oh.  sure.  I  gave  it  to  him  straight."  * 
"Vandover  has  gone  daft  over  a  girl  in  a  red  hat."  said 
young  Haight,  as  they  got  up  and  began  to  walk.  "Have 
you  noticed  her  up  here?  " 

"I  went  to  the  GriUroom  after  I  left  the  tailor's,"  con- 
tinned  Geaiy.  "and  had  sup--r  downtown.  Ah.  you 
ought  to  have  seen  the  steak  they  gave  me!  Just  about 
as  thick  as  it  was  wide.  I  gave  the  slavey  a  four-bit 
tip.  Oh,  It's  just  as  wel',  you  know,  to  keep  in  with  them, 
if  you  go  there  often.  I  lunch  there  four  or  five  times  a 
week." 

They  descended  to  the  grouad  floor  and  promenaded 
the  central  aisle  watching  for  pretty  girls.  In  front  of  a 
candy-counter,  where  there  was  a  soda  fountain,  they 
saw  the  red  hat  again.  Vandover  looked  her  squarely 
m  the  face  and  laughed  a  litUe.  When  he  had  passed  he 
looked  back;  the  girl  caught  his  eye  and  turned  away  with 
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a  droU  smile.    Vandover  paused,  grwiung.  and  «i«ng 
hw  hat;  "I  guess  that's  mine."  he  saiil  ^^ 

"You  are  not  going,  are  you?  "  exclaimed  young  Haight. 
a.  Vandover  stopped.  "Oh.  for  goodness'  sake.  Vanfdo 
leave  the  girls  alone  for  one  hour  in  the  day.  Come  onl 
Come  on  downtown  with  us." 

"No.no.'' answered  Vandover.  'Tm  going  to  cha«, 
It  up  Good-bye.  I  may  see  you  feUows  kter."  and  he 
turned  back  and  went  up  to  the  girl. 

"^^^  "[  '^^[^',  "^"^  ^°""«  =»«••»'  ^""Perated. 
He  knows  he  s  Lable  to  meet  his  acquaintances  here,  and 
yet  there  he  goes,  almost  ahn  in  arm  with  a  girl  like  that. 
It  s  too  bad;  why  can't  a  fellow  keep  straight  ,/hen  there 
ai'e  such  a  lot  of  nice  girls?  " 

Geaiy  never  liked  to  see  anything  done  better  than  he 
could  do  It  hmiself.  Just  now  he  was  vexed  because  Van- 
dover had  got  in  ahead  of  him.  He  looked  after  the  girl 
a  moment  and  muttered  scornfully: 

"Cheap  meat!"  adding.  "Ah,  you  bet  /  wouldn't  do 
that.  I  flatter  myself  that  I'm  a  little  too  clever  to  cut 
my  own  throat  in  that  fashion.  I  look  out  aft  t  my  in- 
terests better  than  that.  WeU.  DoUy."  he  concluded. 
I  ve  got  a  thirst  on.  Van  and  Ellis  have  gone  off  with 
then-  gu'ls;  let  s  you  and  I  go  somewhere  and  have  some- 
thing wet." 

"All  right.  What's  the  matter  with  the  Luxembourg?  " 
answered  young  Haight. 

"Luxembourg  goes,  then."  assented  Geaiy.  and  they 
turned  about  and  started  for  the  door.  As  they  were  pass- 
ing out  some  one  came  running  up  behind  them  and  took 
«u  arm  of  each :  it  was  Vandover. 
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dil W- •  ""•  ''"''•  '''^'^-  "y"^  '^^  ^fcook  you. 
"Not  a  bit  of  it."  answered  Vandover     "Oh  K... 

t:  Ln°vf  *'  ""^^ '-  -etoL^s^L^"'  N^ 

she  didn't  shake  me.    I  made  .  j...  ^.u  i.      . 
w-j_    J        .  .  ^^    "  "•'*  ^th  her  for  next 

••Ofcemwshewillkeepthatdatel-saidGeary       ' 
Wen.now.IthinkshewiU."protestedVandover. 
WeU.  come  along."  interrupted  young  Haight     "We'll 

aid  wetr  ""  "'^  "'"^'"'^"'^  -''  '•-  --thing^li 

"We'l^fnSoi^'^"'''"*^'^'""''^-^ 

aJnT'?""^  ^^^'^'  "'^°'*  y°"  '^^  ^«'°"t  trailing 
around  after  some  kind  of  petticoats?  "  ^ 

"You're  right."  admitted  Vandover.  "I  can't  "  but 
heper^uadedthemtogotothelmperialforallZt 
J:^llZT'  '"''"  ''"  -^-^^^  -^^-  --  to 

yoirndS;!:!!;!^:'^^'^-  "«--'*-«■> 

"No.  no,"  said  Geaiy.     "I've  been  too  busy.    I've 

You  bet  I U  make  it  aU  right  -  all  right.    Bring  me  a 
stnngyrabbitandapintof  dog's-head  " 

halStli^V'''  ^l  "'°'^''^'"  ^"  ~»*'™«d  »fter  they 
h«l  settled  down  to  their  beer  and  rabbits,  "working  like 

^  at  law.    /  nt  going  to  make  it  go.  by  George,  or  I'M 
know  the  reason  why.    I'll  make  my  way  in  L  town 
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•nd  my  pUe.    There's  money  to  be  made  hen  and  / 
might  just  as  weU  make  it  as  the  next  man.    Every  man 
for  hmuelf,  that's  what  /  say;  that's  the  way  to  get  along. 
It  may  be  selfish,  but  you've  got  to  do  it.    By  God!  it's 
human  nature.    Isn't  that  right,  hey?    Isn't  that  right?" 
"Oh,  that's  right."  admitted  young  Haight,  trying  to 
be  pohte.    After  this  the  conversation  lagged  a  litUe 
Young  Haight  drank  his  Apollinaris  lemonade  through 
a  straw,  Geary  sipped  his  ale.  and  Vandover  fed  himself 
Welsh  rabbit  and  Spanish  oUves  with  the  sUent  enjoyment 
of  a  glutton.    By  and  by.  when  they  had  finished  and  had 
hghted  their  cigars  and  'cigarettes,  they  began  to  talk 
about  the  last  Cotillon,  to  which  Vandover  and  Haight 
belonged. 

"Say.  Van,"  said  young  Haight,  tUting  his  head  to  one 
side  .aid  shutting  one  eye  to  avoid  the  smoke  from  his 
cigar,  "say.  didn't  I  see  you  dancing  with  His.  Doane 
after  supper?" 

"Yes."  said  Vandover  laughing;  "all  the  men  were  try- 
ing to  get  a  dance  with  her.    She  had  an  edge  on." 

"No?"  exclaimed  Geaiy,  incredulously. 

"That's  a  fact."  admitted  young  Haight.  "Van  is 
right." 

^    "She  was  opposite  to  me  at  table,"  said  Vandover 
and  /  saw  her  empty  a  whole  botUe  of  champagne." 
"Why,  I  didn't  kno  7  they  got  drunk  like  that  at  the 
Cotillons."  said  Geary.     "I  thought  they  wei«    very 
swell." 

"WeU,  of  ourse.  they  don't  as  a  rule,"  returned  Van- 
dover. "Of  course  there  are  girls  like  -  like  Henrietta 
Vance  who  belong  to  the  Cotillon  and  make  it  what  it  is, 
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«.d  what  it  ought  to  be.    But  there  are  other  girls  like 

"WeU,  why  not?"  exchumed  young  Haight  impatiently 

Why  not  ca^l  it  'getting  drunk?'    Why  not  ciS  S 

11      nght  name?    You  can  se.  just  how  badT^ 

-«  then;  and  I  think  it's  shameful  that  such  things^a^ 

vZ  ^«t  P~Ple  m  the  city.  Now.  I  just  want  to  tel! 
you  what  I  saw  at  one  of  these  same  Coillons  in  the  &rt 
part  of  the  season.  LiUy  Stannard  disappeared  aSI 
jupi^r  and  people  said  d.e  was  sick  and  was'Sh^T 

seen  her  at  the  supper  table     VfeW   T  i.-j  TT 

on  the  .eps  to  KefT  .out^ul!;  smlkt^a^rmrSS 

nineteen,  was  out  there  with  me  because  it  was  so  warm 
ms.de.  and  she  had  seen  Lilly  Stennard  fillip  up  ^U 

t.  WeU.  we  were  just  talking  about  it.  and  I  was  tryW 
to  make  her  believe  too  that  T.ii  ol  ^  "«s  trying 
^y^    u  "^""''^  too  that  Lilly  Stennard  was  sick 

w^n  here  comes  Lilly  herself  out  to  her  carriage.    H^ 

LmVsTr""""'""'.  '"'•  '■'"*  "'""^  half-carjng  he" 
^V  i7r  "  '"' n  '"^^  ""^  P^'^'^-  °°  't  ^^^  like 

"ar  No^riri-^^otrz^hr  r  "^- 

sn^PpingandbisvoieeraisedrL^SeL^hlH 
above  the  exclamations  of  his  two  friends,  "now.  that's 
a  foct.  I  give  you  my  word  of  honour  that  it  actually 
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Uw««d.    If.not  hearty;  I  «w  it  my^.    If.  fi„e. 

^It  Oh  h  '^r**"^''^'  The  girl  wa.  dead 
been  taefint  tune:  but  the  fact  remain,  that  she  alway. 
dnnk.  a  lot  of  champagne  at  the  CotiUon..  and  other  gS. 
W  been  drunk  there,  too.  Mr,.  Doane.  that  Van  S. 
about  wa,  drunk;  that's  the  word  for  it.  She  wa.  dZ 
dmnk  that  night,  and  there  wa,  my  little  cousin.  HeU^ 
who  had  never  seen  even  a  man  the  wor«  for  hi,  liquor 

hiS.^L""""*"'^ '*-"»•    Oi  course.  e.e^Z 
h,^ed  the  thing  up  or  elte  «ud  the  poor  girl  wa,  ,ick:  but 

fS  f  '"7' ""I ''*"'*  «ff~t  do  yo"  suppo*  it  hod  upon 
a  htUe  girl  hke  that,  who  had  alway,  been  told  what  mT 
irreproachable  people  went  to  the  Cotillon,?    Hetty  will' 
never  be  the  «.me  litUe  girl  now  that  she  wa,  before.    Oh 
It  make,  me  damned  tired." 

"Well  I  don't  see."  wid  Geary,  "why  the  girh  rfiould 
make  such  «  fuss  about  the  men  keeping  straight.    I  dJre- 

she  knew  how  drunk  we  were  that  night  about  four  months 
Sem^ g^ *  "■"  ^°-  '•'"°-  «^*  «--  -t  of  the 

H^iSt'.  ^  *'°°'*  ^"^^  "^^  '"'"'*'  '*  '^•"  «^<i  y°^ 

"SWd  think  better  of  you  for  it,"  put  in  Vandover. 
Look  here,  he  went  on.  "aU  this  talk  of  women  demand- 
ing the  same  moral  standard  for  men  as  men  do  for  women 
13  fine  on  paper,  but  how  does  it  work  in  real  life?  -■ 
women  don't  demand  it  at  all.  Take  the  average  society 
girl  m  a  big  dty  like  this.    The  girls  that  we  ml  7Z 
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•nd  receptions  and  fuiwtinn.  j  .» 
know  the  life  we  menTe^T  ^*'°°  '  ^''^  '"PPO*  ">«y 
n>.y  not  know  it  inTui^tlt  ,2y  W  ""'^  '"•  "^'^ 
that  we  get  dnink  a  gJ  de2  Ld  "  t  T"""  ""^ 
house,  and  that  sort  ottZaTJ^f  f  ^  ''•""PuUble 
♦!,.»»     M      .  "^*' ■"•*<•«»  they  ever  cut  tin  #„, 

that?     No,  sir;  not  much.     Whv   T  f.ii  ™*  ""  '•" 

have  a  little  mo«  «spect  for  J^'  tw^'  """^ '"''" 
know  thinm  f«  k-  •        ,  "*^  hke  a  man  to 

-wihTa^d^leTaTd"?^-    ^ -^  «"«*  >'-P«  h- 
women.  tly  tht^Tnrul    ^  S^^r^'  '^f/'"* 

and  evil,  yes.  and  lots  of  evil  T„  , '"°'"*<*8«  »' 8°od 
;^Wi..U.ewomen.s;artha"rrnr:^^^^^^^^ 

devil  «.d  then -and ilwTT'  '  ""«  *°  «°  *°  *!•« 
and  ruins  hi,  wii  an^  .  u^!"  "**'° '''^^ '«»«'^ 
''Poaei  J^-L°.    ^  <*Jd«n-*hat  is  it- 

fi!^.  womtr  wksC.-  r  hXr 

t.meU.ewomanhasonlyencouragedhimt.:'^'^;^'.! 

that^'thT^rr'notkr^^T^  ^^^^^^^  "-  ^"'^ 

••Most  of  them  that  you  meet  in  society  are." 
Gea^    they  are  the  best  people,  aren't  they?"  demanded 

nave  good  pnnc.ples.  and  keep  up  old-fashioned 
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virtuet  ud  aU  tUt.    You  know."  he  «lded.  "they  have 
iMMiy  prayers  down  there  every  morning  after  breakfast." 
Geary  began  to  smile. 

"Well,  now.  I  don't  care."  retorted  young  Haioht.  "I 
like  that  sort  of  thing." 

"So  do  I,"  Mid  Vandover.     "Up  home,  now.  the  go-  -r- 
nor  asks  a  blessing  at  each  meal,  and  somehow  I  wouldn't 
hke  to  see  him  leave  it  off.    But  you  can't  teU  me."  he 
went  on.  going  back  to  the  original  subject  of  their  dis- 
cussion.  "you  can't  teU  me  that  American  society  girls 
city-bred,  and  living  at  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  century, 
don  t  know  about  things.    Why.  man  alive,  how  can  they 
help  but  know?    Look  at  those  that  have  brothers - 
don  t  you  suppose  they  know,  and  if  they  know,  why  don't 
they  use  their  influence  to  stop  it?    I  teU  you  if  any  o.  e 
were  to  write  up  the  lives  that  we  young  men  of  the  city 
lead  after  dark,  people  wouldn't  believe  it.    At  that  party 
that  Henrietta  Vance  gave  last  month  there  were  about 
twenty  fellows  there  and  I  Jcnew  every  one,  and  I  was 
looking  around  the  supper-teble  and  wondering  how  many 
of  those  young  fellows  had  never  beer  inside  of  a  disrepu- 
table house,  and  there  was  only  on«  beside  Dolly  Haightl" 
Young  Haight  exclaimed  at  this,  laughing  good-na- 
turedly, twirling  his  thumbs,  and  casting  down  his  eyes 
with  mock-modesty. 

"Well,  that's  the  truth  just  the  same,"  Vandover  went 
on.  "We  young  men  of  the  cities  are  a  fine  lot.  I'm 
not  doing  the  baby  act.  I'm  not  laying  the  blame  on  the 
girls  altogether,  but  I  say  that  in  a  measure  the  girls  are 
responsible.  They  want  a  man  to  be  a  man.  to  be  up  to 
date,  to  be  a  man  of  the  world  and  to  go  in  for  that  sort 
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«f  vfce.  but  they  don't  know,  thqr  don't  dream  how  rotten 
•nd  dLwustinff  it  ii     Oh  f  •».  -  »  "'™'°>  now  rotten 

juat  Jud  JWe  r«»      i i"       ?"•*=•''''«•    I  know  I'm 

tlnnk.   that  a  good   g.r,   .houJd  know  anything  aLt 
"Oh,  that'.  non«.n«."  broke  in  Geanr-  "you  can't 

tMnWK  "''^  ""*  "°*  •">«"'  things.    Do  you 

pure  and  innocent  girl  of.  „y.  fifty  year,  ago?    Nol 
much;  they  are  right  on  to  thing,  to^lay     You^'t  teU 

itlTou'Sthet'V''  f  "«"''  '""^  ^'^  ''-^-  t^ 

£^r::St;rr:ct;^-t; 
rtSitrghiS'tSir^-----^ 

••T;::'re"tinTrv:L'igri"dr^^^^^^^ 

"ny,  not  at  all,    answered  Gearv     "Wifl,™.*  •*   u 

might  be  ruined  by  the  first  m«n  m,  »  ,        '*  '** 

-  uj.  ujc  nrst  man  that  came  alnno      r*'. 

a  protection  to  her  virtue"  '  c»me  along.    Its 
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she  wants  to  go  wrong  she  wiU  have  to  make  an  effort  her- 
self to  overcome  that  instinct." 

"And  if  she  don't,"  cried  Vandover  eagerly,  "if  she 
don  t  -  If  she  don't  protect  her  virtue.  I  say  a  man  has  a 
nght  to  go  as  far  with  her  as  he  can." 
"It  he  don't,  some  one  else  will,"  said  Geaiy. 
"Ah,  you  can't  get  around  it  that  way."  answered  young 
Haight,  smiling.  "It's  a  man's  duty  to  protect  a  girl, 
even  if  he  has  to  protect  her  against  herself." 

When  he  got  home  that  night  Vandover  thought  over 
this  remark  of  young  Haight's  and  in  its  light  reviewed 
what  had  occurred  in  the  room  at  the  Imperial.  He  felt 
aroused,  nervous,  miserably  anxious.  At  length  he  tried 
to  dismiss  the  subject  from  his  mind;  he  woke  up  his 
drowsing  grate  fire,  punching  it  with  the  poker,  talking 
to  It.  saying.  "Wake  up  there,  you!"  When  he  was  un- 
dressed, he  sat  down  before  it  in  his  bathrobe,  absorbing 
Its  heat  luxuriously,  musing  into  the  coals,  scratehing 
himself  as  was  his  custom.  But  for  aU  that  he  fretted 
nervously  and  did  not  sleep  weU  that  night. 

Next  morning  he  took  his  bath.  Vandover  enjoyed 
his  bath  and  usually  spent  two  or  three  hours  over  it. 
When  the  water  was  very  warm  he  got  into  it  with  his 
novel  on  a  rack  in  front  of  him  and  a  box  of  chocolates 
conveniently  near.  Here,  he  stayed,  for  over  an  hour, 
eating  and  reading,  and  occasionally  smoking  a  cigarette, 
until  at  length  the  enervatinfc  he^t  of  the  steam  gradually 
overcame  him  and  he  dropped  of  to  sleep. 

On  this  particular  morning  between  nine  and  ten  Geary 
caUed.  and  as  was  his  custom  came  right  up  to  Vandover's 
room.    Mr.  Corkle.  lying  on  the  wolfskin  in  the  bay  win- 
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dow.  jumped  up  with  a  gruff  bark.  but.  ^cognizing  him 

bX.r  "'  *"'  ''"'  '"•^  "■•'  '''^  ^-r  of  the 

"Hey  Van!"hecaUed.    "It's Charlie Gearyr.    Arevou 
taking  a  bath?"  "«"^y.    Are  you 

6^fXi!^ll    "^  ^  '*^"  -»^  '""-  behind  the 
d^r.       Oh. s  that  you,  Charlie?    Hello!  how  are  you? 

a>«S:r-    ^"•-'"-'--'eep.    ^ail 
;'No.  I  can't  stop,"  answered  Geary.     "IVe  an  ao 

without  my  breakfast;  makes  me  feel  all  broke  up.  m 
get  somethmg  at  the  GriUroom  about  eleven;  a  sLk  I 
guess.  Butthatisn'twhatlcametosay.  Idlw^eha 
hUedhe^elf.  Isn't  it  fearful?  I  thought  I'd  dl^^no, 
fT.  ^Y/T^T" ''"'  '^  *°  ^°"  "•-"'  't.  It's^dread- 
lutofhe:htd.^'"°"''^^''--  «>— havebeeu 
"Vhat  is  it-what  has  she  done?"  came  back  Van- 

dovers  vo.ee.      "Pape.^_I  Wn't  seen -what  hi 

shedone?    Tell  me -what  has  she  done?" 

Why,  she  committed  suicide  last  night  by  taking 

laudanum,,   answered  Geary,  "and  nob«ly  knows  ^ 

Sid'tt's  aT^f  r"''^^  "  '^"^'  °^  "-^^'^'-^  °f  the 

s^ms  sJe  h    t?  ""  *°  ''""P*"  ^  ^"^'l^'Jy.  hut  it 

eems  she  has  been  very  despondent  and  broke  up  about 

ometh.ng  or  other  for  a  week  or  two.    They  foLd  her 
then,  and  betLn  onelTtrshf^JM-— 
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wnscfoui,  aU  the  time.  Well.  I  can't  stop  any  longer, 
Van;  I  ve  an  appointment  downtown.  I  was  just  going 
past  the  house  and  I  thought  I  would  run  up  and  speak 
to  you  about  Ida.  I'M  see  you  again  pretty  soon\md 
we'll  talk  this  over." 

Mr.  Corkle  politely  attended  Geaiy  to  the  head  of  the 
stous.  then  went  back  to  Vandover's  room,  and  after 
blowmg  under  the  crack  of  the  bathroom  door  to  see  if  hi. 
master  was  still  there  returned  to  the  wolfskin  and  sat 
down  on  his  short  tail  and  yawned.  He  was  impatient 
to  see  Vandover  and  thought  he  stayed  in  his  bath  an 
unnecessarily  long  time.  He  went  up  to  the  door  again 
and  listened.  It  wa^  very  still  inside;  he  could  not  hear 
the  shghtest  sound,  and  he  wondered  again  what  could 
keep  Vandover  in  there  so  long.  He  had  too  much  self- 
respect  to  whine,  so  he  went  back  to  the  wolfskin  and 
curled  up  m  the  sun,  but  did  not  go  to  sleep. 

By  and  by,  after  a  very  long  time,  the  bathroom  door 
swung  open,  and  Vandover  came  out.  He  had  not  dried 
himself  and  was  naked  and  wet.  He  went  directly  to  the 
teble  m  the  centre  of  the  room  and  picked  up  the  morning 
paiK>r.  lookmg  for  the  article  of  which  Geaiy  had  spoken 
At  first  he  could  not  find  it.  and  then  it  suddenly  jumped 
into  prommence  from  out  the  gray  blur  of  the  print  on  an 

mside  page  beside  an  advertisementofacharityconcertfor 
the  benefit  of  a  home  for  incurable  chUdren.  There  was  a 
picture  of  Ida  taken  from  a  photograph  like  one  that  she 
had  given  him,  and  which  even  then  was  thrust  between 
the  frame  and  glass  of  his  mirror.  He  read  the  article 
through;  It  sketched  her  life  and  character  and  the  cir- 
cumstances  of  her  death  with  the  relentless  terseness  of 
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the  writer  mmp«l  for  space.  ,  According  to  this  view, 
the  causes  of  her  death  were  Unknown.  It  had  been  rl 
marj^d  that  she  had  of  late  b«,n  despondent  an^im 

„  J^'^T^  *^^  """  "^"^  '*"""  '^'^  straightened  up, 
naked  and  dnpping.  putting  both  hands  to  his  head     In 

a  low  voice  under  his  breath  he  suld : 

"What  have  I  done?    What  have  I  done  now'" 
LJce  the  sudden  unrolling  of  a  great  scroll  he  saw  his 
responsibility  for  her  death  and  for  the  ruin  of  that  some- 
thing in  her  which  wa^  more  than  Ufe.    What  would  be. 
come  of  her  now?  And  what  would  become  of  him?     For 
a  smgle  brief  mstant  he  tried  to  persuade  himself  that  Ida 
had  «,nsented  after  all.    But  he  knew  that  this  was  not 
so.    She  had  consented,  but  he  had  forced  her  consent- 
he  was  none  the  less  guilty.    And  then  in  that  dreadful' 
moment  when  he  saw  things  in  their  true  light.  aU  the 
screens  of  conventionality  and  sophistry  torn  away,  the 
words  ttat  young  Haight  had  spoken  came  back  to  him. 
No  matter  if  she  had  consented,  it  was  his  duty  to  have 
protected  her.  even  against  herself. 

He  walked  the  floor  with  great  strides,  steaming  with 
the  warm  water,  striking  his  head  with  his  hands  and 
crying  out.  -Oh.  this  is  fearful,  fearful!  What  have  I 
donenow?    I  have  killed  her;  yes.  and  worse!" 

He  could  think  of  nothing  worse  that  could  have  hap- 
pened to  him  What  a  weight  of  responsibility  to  cany  - 
he  who  hated  responsibiUty  of  any  kind,  who  had  always 
tried  to  escape  from  anything  that  was  even  irksome,  who 
loved  his  ease,  his  comfort,  his  peace  of  mind ' 
At  every  moment  now  he  saw  the  different  consequences 
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of  what  he  had  done.  Now.  it  wa.  that  his  life  was  ruined, 
and  that  all  through  its  course  this  crime  would  hang  like 
a  mJlstone  about  his  neck.  There  could  be  no  mo^  en- 
joyment  of  anything  for  him;  all  the  little  pleasures  and 
httle  self-indulgences  which  till  now  had  delighted  him 
were  spoiled  and  rendered  impossible.  The  rest  of  his 
hfe  would  have  to  be  one  long  penitence;  any  pleasure  he 
might  take  would  only  make  his  crime  seem  more  abomi- 
nable. 

Now',  it  was  a  furious  revolt  against  his  mistake  that 
had  led  him  to  such  a  fearful  misunderstanding  of  Ida-  a 
silent  impotent  rage  againsi  himself  and  against  the  bru'te 
m  him  that  he  had  permitted  to  drag  him  to  this  thing 

Now,  It  was  a  wave  of  an  immense  pity  for  the  dead  girl 
that  overcame  him.  and  he  saw  himself  as  another  person, 
destroying  what  she  most  cherished  for  the  sake  of  gratifv- 
mg  an  unclean  passion. 

\  ^^^'J^^l^'^i^^orforbim^]!.  What  would  they  do 
to  him?  His  part  in  the  affair  wa^  sure  to  be  found  out. 
He  tried  to  think  what  the  punishment  for  such  crime 
would  be;  but  would  he  not  be  considered  a  murderer  as 
well.'  Could  he  not  hang  for  this?  His  imagination  was 
never  more  active;  his  fear  never  more  keen.  At  once 
a  thousand  plans  of  conceahnent  or  escape  were  tossed  up 
inhismiM-.  "^ 

But  woree  than  all  was  the  thought  of  that  punishment 
from  which  there  was  absolutely  no  escape,  and  of  that 
strange  other  place  where  his  crime  would  assume  right 
proportions  and  receive  right  judgment,  no  matter  how  it 
was  palliated  or  evaded  here.  Then  for  an  instant  it  was 
as  if  a  gulf  without  bottom  had  opened  under  him,  and  he 
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had  to  fight  himself  back  from  its  edge  for  sheer  self- 
preservation.  To  look  too  long  in  that  direcUon  was 
simple  insanity  beyond  any  doubt. 

And  all  this  Ume  he  threw  himself  to  and  fro  in  his 
room,  his  long  white  arms  agitated  and  shaking,  his  wet 
and  shining  hair  streaming  far  over  his  face,  and  the 
sparse  long  fell  upon  his  legs  and  ankles,  all  straight  and 
trickling  with  moisture.  At  times  an  immense  unreason- 
ing terror  would  ..me  upon  him  aU  of  a  sudden,  horrible, 
crushing,  so  that  he  roUed  upon  the  bed  groaning  and 
sobbing,  digging  his  naUs  into  his  scalp,  shutting  his  teeth 
against  a  desire  to  scream  out,  writhing  in  the  throes  of 
terrible  mental  agony. 

That  day  and  the  next  were  fearful.    To  Vandover 
eveiything  in  his  world  was  changed.    AU  that  had  hap- 
pened before  the  morning  of  Geaiy's  visit  appeared  to 
him  to  have  occurred  in  another  phase  of  his  life,  years 
and  years  ago.     He  lay  awake  all  night  long,  listening 
to  the  creaking  of  the  house  and  the  drip  of  the  water 
faucets.    He  turned  from  his  food  with  repugnance,  told 
his  father  that  he  was  sick,  and  kept  indoors  as  much  as 
he  could,  reading  aU  the  papers  to  see  if  he  had  been  found 
out.    To  his  great  surprise  and  relief,  a  theory  gained 
ground  that  Ida  was  subject  to  speUs  of  ill-health,  to  long 
fits  of  despondency,  and  that  her  suicide  had  occurred 
during  one  of  these.    If  Ida's  family  knew  anything  of 
the  truth,  it  was  apparent  that  they  were  doing  their  best 
to  cover  up  their  disgrace.     Vandover  was  too  thoroughly 
terrified  for  his  own  safety  to  feel  humiUated  at  this  possi- 
ble explanation  of  his  security.     There  was  as  yet  not 
even  a  guess  that  implicated  him. 
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He  thought  that  he  was  bearing  up  under  the  .train 
weU  enough,  but  on  the  evening  of  the  second  day,  a.  he 
was  pretending  to  eat  his  supper,  his  father  sent  the  ser- 
vant out  and  turning  to  him,  said  kindly : 

''What  is  it,  Van?    Aren't  you  weU  nowadays?  " 

Not  veiy,  sir,"  answered  Vandover.    "My  throat  is 
troubhng  me  again."  ^>-  a 

"You  look  deathly  pale."  returned  his  father.  "Your 
eyes  are  sunken  and  you  don't  eat." 

"Yes,  I  know."  said  Vandover.  "I'm  not  feeling  well 
at  aU.  I  think  I'U  go  to  bed  early  to-night.  Tdon" 
know  -  he  continued,  after  a  pause,  feeling  a  desire  to 
escape  from  his  father's  observation  -  "I  don't  know  but 
what  I U  go  up  now.  Will  you  teU  the  cook  to  feed  Mr. 
Corkleforme?" 

His  father  looked  at  him  as  he  pushed  back  from  the 
table. 

"What's  the  matter.  Van?"  he  said.     "Is  there  any- 
thing wrong?"  ' 

"Oh,  I'U  be  all  right  in  the  morning,"  he  replied  neiw 
vously.       I  feel  a  little  under  the  weather  just  now  " 

"Don't  you  think  you  had  better  teU  me  what  the 
trouble  is?  "  said  his  father,  kindly. 

"There  f»n'<  any  trouble,  sir,"  insisted  Vandover.  "I 
just  feel  a  little  under  the  weather." 

But  as  he  was  sUrting  to  undress  in  his  room  a  sudden 

impulse  took  possession  of  him,  an  overwhelming  childish 

desue  to  tell  his  father  all  about  it.    It  was  begimiing 

to  be  more  than  he  was  able  to  bear  alone.    He  did  not 

a^ow  himself  to  stop  and  reason  with  this  impulse,  but 

supped  on  his  vest  again  and  went  downstairs.    He  found 
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his  father  m  the  smoking-room,  sitting  unoccupied  in  the 
huge  leather  chair  before  the  fireplace. 

As  Vandover  came  in  the  Old  GenUeman  rose  and  with- 
out a  word  as  if  he  had  been  expecting  him,  went  to  the 
door  and  shut  and  locked  it.  He  came  back  and  stood 
before  the  fireplace  watching  Vandover  as  he  approached 
and  took  the  chair  he  had  just  vacated.  Vandover  told 
him  of  the  affair  in  two  or  three  phrases,  without  choosing 
his  words,  repeating  the  same  expressions  over  and  over 
again,  moved  only  with  the  desire  to  have  it  over  and  done 
with. 

It  was  like  a  burst  of  thunder.  The  worst  his  father  had 
feared  was  not  as  bad  as  this.  He  had  expected  some 
rather  serious  boyish  trouble,  but  this  was  the  crime  of  a 
rnan.  Still  watching  his  son.  he  put  out  his  hand,  groping 
for  the  edge  t!  the  mantelpiece,  and  took  hold  of  it  with  a 
firm  grasp.    For  a  moment  he  said  nothing;  then: 

"And  —  and  you  say  you  seduced  her." 

Without  looking  up.  Vandover  answered,  "Yes  sir  " 
and  then  he  added.  "It  is  horrible;  when  I  think  of  it'l 

sometunes  feel  as  though  I  should  go  off  my  head.    I " 

But  the  Old  GenUeman  interrupted  him.  putting  out 
his  hand: 

"Don't."  he  said  quickly,  "don't  say  anything  now  — 
please." 

They  were  both  silent  for  a  long  time.  Vandover  gazing 
stupidly  at  a  little  blue  and  red  vase  on  the  table,  wonder- 
mg  how  his  father  would  take  the  news,  what  next  he 
would  say;  the  Old  Gentleman  drawing  his  breath  short 
occasionaUy  clearing  his  throat,  his  eyes  wandering  vaguely 
about  the  walls  of  the  room,  his  fingers  dancing  upon  the 
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edge  of  the  mantelpiece.  Then  at  laat  he  put  his  hand 
to  h«,  neck  as  though  loosening  his  collar  and  said,  looking 
away  from  Vandover:  ^^ 

I-..',  ^°.",''  ^°"  ~  '""'**  y°"  P'«"^  go  out  -  go  away  for  a 
httle  whae  -  leave  me  alone  for  a  little  while  " 

When  Vandover  closed  the  door,  he  shut  the  edge  of  a 
rug  between  it  and  the  sill;  as  he  reopened  it  to  push  the 
rug  out  of  the  way  he  saw  his  father  sink  into  the  chair  and 
restmg  his  arm  upon  the  table,  bow  his  head  upon  it 

He  did  not  see  his  father  again  that  night,  and  at  break- 
fast next  morning  not  a  word  was  exchanged  between 
them  but  his  father  did  not  go  downtovr/to  his  oZ 
that  forenoon,  as  was  his'  custom.  Vandover  went  up 
to  h«  room  immediately  after  breakfast  and  sat  down 
before  he  window  that  overlooked  the  little  garden  in  the 
rear  of  the  house. 

He  was  utterly  miserable,  his  nerves  were  gone,  and  at 
times  he  would  feel  again  a  touch  of  that  hysterical,  un- 
reasomng  terror  that  had  come  upon  him  so  suddenly  the 
other  morning. 

Now  there  was  a  new  trouble:  the  blow  he  had  given 
his  father.    He  could  see  that  the  Old  Gentleman  ^as 
crushed  under  it,  and  that  he  had  never  imagined  that  his' 
son  could  have  been  so  base  as  this.    Vandover  wondered 
what  he  was  going  to  do.    It  would  seem  as  if  he  had 
destroyed  aU  of  his  father's  affection  for  him.  and  he  trem- 
bled lost  the  Old  Gentleman  should  cast  him  off,  eveiy- 
thmg.    Even  if  his  father  did  not  disown  him.  he  did  not 
see  how  they  c.uld  ever  be  the  same.    They  might  go  on 
hving  together  in  the  same  house,  but  as  far  apart  from 
each  other  as  strangers.    This,  however,  did  not  seem 
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nature!;  it  wu  much  more  likely  that  hi.  father  would 
wnd  him  away,  anywhere  out  of  his  sight,  forwarding, 
perhaps  through  his  lawyer  or  agents,  enough  money  to 
keep  him  alive.  The  more  Vandover  thought  of  this,  the 
more  he  became  convinced  that  such  would  be  his  father's 
decision.  The  Old  Gentleman  had  spent  the  night  over 
It,  time  enough  to  make  up  his  mind,  and  the  fact  that 
he  had  neither  spoken  to  him  nor  looked  at  him  that 
monung  was  only  an  indication  of  what  Vandover  was  to 
expect.  He  fancied  he  knew  his  father  weU  enough  to 
foresee  how  this  decision  would  be  carried  out.  not  with 
any  imprecations  or  bursts  of  rage,  but  cahnly,  sadlv  in- 
evitably. ' 

Toward  noon  his  father  came  into  the  room,  and  Van- 
dov^-  turned  to  face  him  and  to  hear  what  he  had  to  say 
as  besthecould.    He  knew  he  should  not  break  down  under 
it.  for  he  felt  as  though  his  misery  had  reached  its  limit 
and  that  nothing  could  touch  or  affect  him  much  now. 

His  father  had  a  deci.iiter  of  port  in  one  hand  and  a  glass 
in  the  other;  he  filled  the  glass  and  held  it  toward  Van- 
dover. saying  gently: 

"I  think  you  had  better  take  some  of  this:  you've  hardly 
eaten  anythmg  in  three  days.  Do  you  feel  pretty  bad, 
Van? 

Vandover  put  the  glass  down  and  got  upon  his  feet. 
AU  at  once  a  great  sob  shook  him. 

"  Oh,  governor !"  he  cried. 

It  was  as  if  it  had  been  a  mother  or  a  dear  sister.  The 
prodigal  son  put  his  arms  about  his  father's  neck  for  the 
first  time  since  he  had  been  a  little  boy,  and  clung  to  him 
and  wept  as  though  his  heart  were  breaking. 


CHAPTER  EIGHT 

wier  tnat  some  dav     "  W«  niii   »  -^  • 

Jiwt  try  me.  sir!"  crie^  Vandover 
That  was  it.  begin  «U  over  again.  He  had  never  seen 
mo«  dearly  than  now  that  other  life  whirj  ^ 
pc^Me  or  h.m  to  Kve.  a  life  that  was  above  the  leveT" 
^mddgence  and  aninuU  pleasures,  a  life  that  w^  not 
n«de  up  of  the  society  of  lost  women  or  fast  girls.rt " 
a  We  of  keen  enjoyment.  ^ 

til^"''"}",  ^"^  ^^  ^^  "'"'^«»  -l^"*  anything 

he  turned  o  it  now.  instinctively  and  ardently. 

betL"^tW^f!;^""''^*'-»-«"«>-ed-the 
better  half  that  he  had  kept  in  check  ever  since  his  coC 

WW  1  /u  "f  ^^"  ^^'  «"'  °">er  Vandover 
whom  he  felt  was  his  real  self.  Vandover  the  true  ml^ 
V«.dover  the  artist,  not  Vandover  the  easy-gX  S 
»etf-mdulgent.notVandovertheloverofwomen 

w„!^!J'Tw  V'"^'  ^°""^  ^^  ""^  ««°'ved  to  give  up  the 

worid  that  he  had  hitherto  known,  and  devote  hi^ 

with  all  has  strength  to  his  art.    In  the  first  gW  of  that 

lie 
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rwolution  he  thought  th«t  he  hwl  never  b««.  I,.™-      l 
won^  how  he  could  have  bT  bl^X  r"- 
M  Uut  We  worth  compared  with  the  life  of  ^^TL^ 

tient  labour  even  ttough  barren  of  achievement?  ^ 

wa.  best  m  hmi  went  out  toward  her  in  a  wave  of  im 

Tw    M  .       u     """  ""*  ^^  «°°"«*  ^«  ter  now.  but 

between  her  and  h«  good  father  and  his  art.  the  better 
Vandover.  the  «al  Vandover.  would  grow^  iaL  I^ 
.trong  within  him  that  there  should  Tnl^LTr^^e 

JrfatTtrLtdrt^s::rLr^ 

.wayforalitUewhile.    He  was  in  a  fair  r;  tot tiS 
from  worry  and  nervous  eriiaustion,  and  a  s«^  Wo  to 

need  of.  Besides  this,  his  father  told  him.  it  was  inevi 
Uble  that  his  share  in  Ida's  death  would  sj  ^kZl' 
many  case  U  would  be  better  for  him  to  be  away  f,:rS 

_•  You  take  whatever  steamer  sails  next,"  said  his  father 

and  godown  to  Coronado  and  stay  there  as  long  as  you 

Uce.  three  weeks  anyway;  stay  there  until    .u^et  J 


r§ 
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•nd  when  you  get  back,  Vm.  we'll  have  a  talk  about 
Pari,  again.  Perhapi  you  would  like  to  get  away  thu 
winter,  maybe  a»  won  a»  next  month.  You  think  it  over 
while  you  are  away,  and  when  you  want  to  go.  why.  we'U 
go  over  together.  Van.  What  do  you  think?  Would  you 
like  to  have  your  old  governor  along  for  a  litUe  whUe?" 

The  Santa  Ro»a  cast  off  the  company's  docks  the  next 
day  about  noon  in  the  midst  of  a  thick,  cold  mist  that  was 
half  rain.  The  Old  Gentleman  came  to  see  Vandover  off. 
The  steamer,  which  seemed  gigantic,  was  roped  and 
cabled  to  the  piers,  feeling  the  water  occasionally  with  her 
screw  to  keep  the  hawsers  taut.  About  the  forward  gang- 
way  a  band  of  overworked  stevedores  were  stowing  in  the 
last  of  the  cargo,  aided  by  a  donkey  engine,  which  every 
now  and  then  broke  out  into  a  spasm  of  sputtering  coughs. 
At  the  passenger  gangway  a  great  crowd  was  gathered, 
laughing  and  exchanging  remarks  with  the  other  crowd 
that  leaned  over  the  railings  of  the  decks. 

There  was  a  smell  of  pitch  and  bilge  in  the  air  mingled 
with  the  reek  of  hot  oU  from  the  engines.  About  twelve 
o'clock  an  odour  of  cooking  arose,  and  the  steward  went 
about  the  decks  drumming  upon  a  snoring  gong  for  dinner. 
Half  an  hour  later  the  great  whistle  roared  intermin- 
ably, drowning  out  the  chorus  of  "good-byes"  that  rose 
on  all  sides.  Long  before  it  had  ceased,  the  huge  bulk 
had  stirred,  almost  imperceptibly  at  first,  then,  gathering 
headway,  swung  out  into  the  stream  and  headed  for  the 
Golden  Gate. 

Vandover  was  in  the  stem  upon  the  hurricane  deck, 
shaking  his  hat  toward  his  father,  who  had  tied  his  hand- 
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kerchief  to  hi*  cane  and  wa*  waving  it  at  him  u  he  itood 
upon  Ml  empty  packing^a*..  A.  the  throng  of  tho«  who 
were  left  behmd  dwindled  away,  one  by  one.  Vandover 
coulc*  see  him  Handing  there,  almost  the  last  of  all,  and 
long  after  the  figure  itself  was  lost  in  the  blur  of  the  back- 
ground he  still  «,w  the  tiny  white  dot  of  the  handkerchief 
moving  back  and  forth,  as  if  spelling  out  a  sigm.1  to  him 
across  the  water. 

The  fog  drew  a  little  higher  as  they  passed  down  the 
bay.  To  the  left  was  the  city  swarming  upon  its  hills,  a 
dull  gray  mass,  cut  in  parallel  furrows  by  the  streeU- 
stragglmg  and  uneven  where  it  approached  the  sand- 
dunes  m  the  direction  of  the  Presidio.  To  the  right  the 
long  slope  of  Tamalpais  climbed  up  and  was  lost  in  the 
fog  whil'.  .lirectly  in  front  of  them  was  the  Golden  Gate 
a  bleak  prospect  of  fog-drenched  headlands  on  either 
side  of  a  narrow  strip  of  yeUow,  frothy  water.  Beyond 
that,  the  open  Pacific. 

A  brisk  cannonade  was  going  on  from  the  Presidio  and 
from  Black  Point,  and  both  forta  were  hidden  behind  agreat 
curtain  of  tumbling  white  smoke  that  rolled  up  to  mingle 
with  the  fog.    Everybody  was  on  that  side  of  the  deck 
watching  and  making  guesses  as  to  the  reason  of  it      It 
was  perhaps  target  practice.     Ah.  it  was  a  good  thing  that 
the  steamer  was  not  in  line  with  the  target.     Perhaps 
though,  that  was  the  safest  place  to  be.    Some  one  told 
about  a  derelict  that  was  anchored  as  a  target  off  the  heads 
and  shot  at  for  fifteen  hours  without  being  touched  once 
Oh.  they  were  great  gunners  at  the  Presidio!    But  just 
the  same  the  sound  of  cannon  was  a  fine  thing  to  hear;  it 
excited  one.    A  noisy  party  of  gentlemen  already  in- 
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stalled  in  the  smoking-room  came  out  on  deck  for  a  mo- 
ment with  their  cards  in  their  hands,  and  declared  laugh- 
ingly that  the  whole  thing  was  only  a  salute  in  the  Santa 
Rosa's  honour. 

By  the  middle  of  the  afternoon.  Vandover  began  to  see 
that  for  him  the  trip  was  going  to  be  tedious.  He  knew 
no  one  on  board  and  had  come  away  so  hurriedly  that  he 
had  neglected  to  get  himself  any  mteresting  books.  He 
spent  an  hour  or  two  promenading  the  upper  deck  until 
the  cold  wind  that  was  blowing  drove  him  to  the  smoking- 
room,  where  he  tried  to  interest  himself  in  watching  some 
of  the  whist  games  that  were  in  progress. 

It  surprised  him  that  he  could  find  occasion  to  be  bored 
so  soon  after  what  had  happened;  but  he  no  longer  wished 
to  occupy  his  mind  by  brooding  over  anything  so  dis- 
agreeable and  wanted  some  sort  of  amusement  to  divert 
and  entertain  him.    Vandover  had  so  accustomed  him- 
self to  that  kind  of  self-indulgence  that  he  could  not  go 
long  without  it.    It  had  become  a  simple  necessity  for 
him  to  be  amused,  and  just  now  he  thought  himself  jus- 
tified in  seeking  it  in  order  to  forget  about  Ida's  death. 
He  had  dwelt  upon  this  now  for  nearly  four  days,  until  it 
had  come  to  be  some  sort  of  a  formless  horror  that  it  was 
necessary  to  avoid.    He  could  get  litUe  present  enjoy- 
ment by  looking  forward  t6  the  new  life  that  he  was  going 
to  begin  and  in  which  his  father,  his  art,  and  Turner 
Ravis  were  to  be  the  chief  influences.    The  thought  of 
this  prospect  did  give  him  pleasure,  but  he  had  for  so  long 
a  time  fed  his  mmd  upon  the  more  tangible  and  concrete 
enjoymente  of  the  hour  and  minute  that  it  demanded  them 
now  continually. 
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io^^Tli!"' "  'u"*'  *'■"*  "p°°  *^'  ^"pp«'y  '«=«*-  <=««h- 

P.pe.  .nhalmg  the  smoke  and  blowing  it  out  through  his 
nose.    After  a  while  he  returned  to  the  deck 

mg  from  the  ocean.    Four  miles  to  the  east  an  endless 

process-on  of  brown,  bare  hiUs  filed  slowly  past  under  th 

og_    The  sky  wa^  a  dreary  brown  and  the  leagues  of 

shrftmgwateramelancholydesertofgray.    Besidefthese 

fog   the  wmd  blew  continually,  passing  between  the  im 

Serdtr'  ^  •-'  '"^  -^^  -'-^  ^^^  "^ 
Three  seagulls  foUowed  the  vessel,  now  in  a  long  line 

about,  dippmg  and  rismg  in  the  vast  hollows  between  the 
waves  turning  their  heads  constantly  from  side  Tside 
Vandover  went  to  the  stem  and  for  a  time  found  amuse- 
ment m  wa  chmg  the  indicator  of  the  patent  log.  and  lis- 

edausted.  and  he  returned  to  the  smokmg-room  again 

refl^trng  that  this  was  only  the  first  afternlTaudTat' 
ttere  stdl  remained  two  days  that  somehow  had  to  be 
gone  through  with. 

selteer.  he  saw  Grace  Irvmg.  the  girl  of  the  red  hat  whom 
he  had  ..et  .  the  Mechanics'  Fair,  sitting  on  a  camp- 
s2  71  "^'^fj^'-  '^^'-  eating  a  banana.  The 
sufht  of  her  startled  him  out  of  «U  composure  for  the  min- 


it 
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ute.  His  first  impulse  was  to  speak  to  her,  but  he  re- 
flected that  he  was  done  with  all  that  now  and  that  it  was 
better  for  him  to  pass  on  as  though  he  had  not  seen  her, 
but  as  he  came  in  front  of  her  she  looked  up  quickly  and 
nodded  to  him  very  pleasantly  in  such  a  way  that  it  was 
evident  she  had  already  known  he  was  on  board.  It  was 
impossible  for  Vandover  to  ignore  her,  and  though  he  did 
not  stop,  he  looked  back  at  her  and  smiled  as  he  took  off  his 
hat. 

He  went  down  to  supper  in  considerable  agitation,  mar- 
velling at  the  coincidence  that  had  brought  them  to- 
gether again.  He  wondeW,  too,  how  she  could  be  so 
pleasant  to  him  now,  for  as  a  matter  of  course  he  had  not 
kept  the  engagement  he  had  made  with  her  at  the  Fair. 
At  the  same  time,  he  felt  that  she  must  think  him  a  great 
fool  not  to  have  stopped  and  spoken  to  her;  either  he 
should  have  done  that  or  else  have  ignored  her  little  bow 
entirely.  He  was  firmly  resolved  to  have  nothing  to  do 
with  her,  yet  it  chafed  him  to  feel  that  she  thought  him 
diffident.  It  seemed  now  as  though  he  owed  it  to  himself 
to  speak  to  her  if  only  for  a  minute  and  make  some  sort 
of  an  excuse.  By  the  time  he  had  finished  his  supper,  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  do  this,  and  then  to  avoid  her  for 
the  rest  of  the  trip. 

As  he  was  leaving  the  dining  saloon  he  met  her  coming 
down  the  stairs  alone,  dressed  very  prettily  in  a  checked 
travelling  ulster  with  a  gray  velvet  collar,  and  a  little  fore 
and  aft  cap  to  match.  He  stopped  her  and  made  his 
excuses;  she  did  not  say  much  in  reply  and  seemed  a  little 
offended,  so  that  Vandover  could  not  refrain  from  adding 
that  he  was  very  glad  to  see  her  on  board. 
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"Ah,  you  don't  ^m  as  if  you  were,  venr,"  she  said 
puttmg  outher  chin  at  hiu.  pettily  and  pig  on     It' 
wa.  an  awkward  and  embarrassing  little  LneTd  Van 
dover  was  glad  that  it  was  over.    But  the  thing  had  bin 

not  wish  to  keep  up  the  acquaintance  begun  at  the  Fair 
and  from  now  on  she  would  keep  out  of  his  way  ' 

DiS' JT^  "  ^Z  'T  °°  '^'  "PP«^  d«^k,  smoking  his 
pipe,  walkmg  about  fast,  while  his  dinner  diKested  Th« 
sun  went  down  behind  the  black  horizon  ^^nj^ 
blood-red  nebula  of  mist,  the  sea  turned  f..m"Z 
gr^n  and  then  to  a  lifeless  brown,  and  the  sVa  Ht 
bghts  began  o  glow  at  her  quarters  and  at  her  masthead- 
m  her  stem  the  screw  drummed  and  threshed  monoto- 
nously.  a  puff  of  warm  air  reeking  with  the  smeZf  h^ 

odcamefromtheenginehatch,andinaninstantVandover 
saw  agam  the  curved  „x.f  of  the  immense  iron-vault^ 
de^t  the  passengers  on  the  platform  staring  curiously 
at  the  group  around  the  invalid's  chair,  the  repair  gang 
m  spotted  blue  overalls,  and  the  huge  white  c^t  do^^ 
on  an  empty  baggage  truck.  ** 

The  wind  freshened  and  he  returned  to  the  smoking- 
room  to  get  warm  Thesamegameofwhistwasgoingon 
and  the  man  w.th  the  Perrique  tobacco  had  filled  an^th^r 
p.pe  and  continued  to  blow  the  smoke  though  his  nose. 
After  a  whUe  Vandover  went  back  to  the  main  deck 
a.d  wandered  aft,  where  he  stood  a  long  time  looking 
over  the  stern,  m  crested  in  watching  the  receding  water 

blown  tte  fog  to  landward,  and  the  ocean  had  changed  to 
a  deep  blue,  the  blue  of  the  sky  at  night;  here  and  there  a 
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wave  broke,  leaving  a  line  of  white  on  the  sea  like  the  trail 
of  a  falling  star  across  the  heavens,  while  the  white  haze 
of  the  steamer's  wake  wandered  vaguely  across  the  intense 
blue  like  the  milky  way  across  the  zenith. 

Vandover  was  horribly  bored.  There  seemed  to  be  ab- 
solutely nothing  to  amuse  him,  unless,  indeed,  he  should 
decide  to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  Grace  Irving.  But 
this  was  out  of  the  question  now,  for  he  knew  what  it 
would  lead  to.  Even  if  he  should  yield  to  the  temptation, 
he  did  not  see  how  he  could  take  any  great  pleasure  in 
that  sort  of  thing  again,  after  what  had  happened. 

Of  aU  the  consequences  of  what  he  had  done,  the  one 
which  had  come  to  afflict  him  the  most  poignantly  was 
that  his  enjoyment  of  life  was  spoiled.    At  first  he  had 
thought  that  he  never  could  take  pleasure  in  anything 
again  so  long  as  he  should  live,  that  his  good  times  were 
gone.     But  as  his  pliable  character  rearranged  itself  to 
suit  the  new  environment,  he  began  to  see  that  there 
would  come  a  time  when  he  would  grow  accustomed  to 
Ida's  death  and  when  his  grief  would  lose  its  sharp- 
ness.   He  had  even  commenced  to  look  forward  to  this 
time  and  to  long  for  it  as  a  sort  of  respite  and  relief.     He 
beUeved  at  first  that  it  would  not  be  for  a  great  many 
years;  but  even  so  soon  after  the  suicide  as  this,  he  saw 
with  a  litUe  thriU  of  comfort  that  it  would  be  but  a  matter 
of  months.    At  the  same  time  Vandover  was  surprised 
and  even  troubled  at  the  ease  with  which  he  was  recov- 
ering from  the  first  shock.    He  wondered  at  himself,  be- 
cause he  knew  he  had  been  sincere  in  his  talk  with  his 
father.    Vandover  was  not  given  to  self-analysis,  but  now 
for  a  minute  he  was  wondering  if  this  reaction  were  due 
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to  his  youth,  his  good  health  and  his  good  spirits,  or 
whether  there  was  something  wrong  with  him.    However 
he  dismissed  these  thoughts  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders 
as  though  freeing  himself  from  some  disagreeable  burden 
Ah,  he  was  no  worse  than  the  avert<?e;  one  could  get  ac- 
customed to  almost  anything;  it  was  only  in  the  books 
that  people  had  their  lives  ruined;  and  to  brood  over  such 
things  waa  unnatural  and  morbid.    Ah!  what  a  dreadful 
thing  to  become  morbid!    He  could  not  bring  Ida  back 
or  mitigate  what  he  had  done,  or  be  any  more  sorry  fo^ 
It  by  making  himself  miserable.     Well,  then!    Only  he 
would  let  that  sort  of  thing  alone  after  this,  the  lesson  had 
been  too  terrible;  he  would  try  and  enjoy  himself  again, 
only  It  should  be  in  other  ways. 

Later  in  the  evening,  about  nine  o'clock,  when  nearly 
all  the  passengers  were  in  bed,  and  Vandover  was  leaning 
over  the  side  of  the  boat  finishing  his  pipe  before  turning 
m  himself,  Grace  Irving  came  out  of  her  stateroom  and 
sat  down  at  a  little  distance  from  him.  looking  out  over 
the  water,  humming  a  litUe  song.  She  and  Vandover 
were  the  only  people  to  be  seen  on  the  deserted  prome- 
nade. 

Vandover  saw  her  without  moving,  only  closing  his 
teeth  tighter  on  his  pipe.  It  was  evident  that  Grace  ex- 
pected him  to  speak  to  her  and  had  given  him  a  chance  for 
an  admirable  little  tSte- Vt«te.  For  a  moment  Vandover's 
heart  knocked  at  his  throat;  he  drew  his  breath  once  or 
twice  shai-ply  through  his  ncse.  In  an  instant  aU  the  old 
evil  instincts  were  back  again,  urging  and  clamouring  never 
so  strong,  never  so  insistent.  But  Vandover  set  his  f»'e 
against  them,  honestly,   recalliiie  his  resolution,  telling 
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hjmself  that  he  was  done  with  that  life.    Ashehadwid 
the  lesson  had  been  too  terrible. 

He  turned  about  resolutely,  and  walked  slowly  away 

and  then  called  out: 
"Oh,  Mr,  Vandover!" 
Vandover  paused  a  moment,  looking  back 
"Where  are  you  going?"  she  went  on.     "Didn't  you 
see  me  here?     Don't  you  want  to  come  and  talk  to  me?  " 
Xo,    answered  Vandover,  smiling  good-humouredly. 
trymg  to  be  as  polite  as  was  possible.     "No,  I  don't  " 
I^en  he  took  a  sudde.i  r^lution.  and  added  gravely 
1  don  t  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with  you  " 
In  his  stateroom,  as  he  sat  on  the  edge  of  his  berth 
winding  his  watch  before  going  to  bed.  he  thought  over 
what  he  had  said.    "That  was  a  mean  way  to  talk  to  a 
girl,     he  told  himself,  "but,"  he  added,  "if.  the  only 
thing  to  do.    I  simply  couldn't  start  in  again  after  all 
thats  happened.    Oh.  yes.  that  was  the  right  thing  to 

He  felt  a  glow  of  self-respect  for  his  firmness  and  his 
decision,  a  pride  in  the  unexpected  strength,  the  fine 
moral  ngour  that  he  had  developed  at  the  critical  mo- 
ment. He  co«W  turn  sharp  around  when  he  wanted  to. 
after  aU.  Ah  yes.  that  was  the  only  thing  to  do  if  one 
was  to  b^  aU  over  again  and  live  down  what  had  hap- 

^n*^"  ^.I  "^^"^  ""*  *''•'  «^'"'™«"  "^t  know  how 
well  he  had  acted. 


CHAPTER  NINE 

Vandotee  stayed  for  two  weeks  at  Coronado  Beach 
and  managed  to  pass  the  time  very  ple«antly.  He  was 
fortunate  enough  to  find  a  party  at  the  hotel  whom  he 
knew  very  well.  In  the  morning  they  bathed  or  sailed 
on  the  bay,  and  in  the  afternoon  rode  out  with  a  pack  of 
greyhounds  and  coursed  jack-rabbits  on  the  lower  end  of 
the  «land.  Vandover's  good  spirits  began  to  come  back 
to  him  his  appetite  returned,  his  nerves  steadied  them- 
selves, he  slept  eight  hours  every  night.    But  for  aU  that 

he  did  not  think  that  things  were  the  same  with  him  He 
said  to  himself  that  he  was  a  changed  man;  that  he  was 
older,  more  serious. 

During  this  time  he  received  several  letters  from  his 
father  which  he  answered  very  promptly.  In  the  course 
of  then-  correspondence  it  was  arranged  that  they  should 
both  leave  for  Europe  on  the  twenty-fifth  of  that  month, 
and  that  consequenUy,  Vandover  should  return  to  the 
city  not  later  than  the  fifteenth.  Vandover  was  having 
such  a  good  time,  however,  that  he  stayed  over  the  regul^ 
steamer  m  order  to  go  upon  a  moonlight  picnic  down  on 
the  beach.  The  next  afternoon  he  took  passage  for  San 
Francisco  on  a  second-clas.3  boat. 

TWs  homeward  passage  tm^ed  out  to  be  one  long  misery 
fcr  Vandover.    He  had  never  been  upon  a  second-cla^ 
boat  before  and  had  never  imagined  that  anything  could 
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fc*«)  horribly  uncomfortable  or  d«ag«eable.    The  Maz- 
otl»n  WM  overcrowded,  improperly  ballasted,  and  roUed 

7^^\  T'"' »»'"-- bad.  the  accommiHU^o^i;^ 
adequate,  the  passengers  hopelessly  uncongenial.    Cold 
and  foggy  weather  accompanied  the  boat  continually 
The  same  endless  procession  of  bleached  hills  still  filed  past 
under  the  nust.  going  now  in  the  opposite  direction.^ 
the  same  mtermmable  game  of  wh.st  was  played  ^  the 
mokmg-room.  only  with   greasier,   second-class  caiT 
am.ds^  the  «.rid  smoke  of  second^lass  toba«x.     At^' 
per.  the  first  day  out.  a  little  Jew  who  sat  next  to  VaT- 
dover.  and  who  mvariably  wore  a  plush  skull-cap  with 
ea^laps.  tried  to  .U  him  two  flawed  and  yellorZoT^ 
The  evening  after  leaving  Port  Hartford  the  Mazat- 
Ian  ran  mto  dirty  weather.    It  was  not  stormy  -  simpt 
^ugh    chsagre^ble.  the  wind  and  sea  dir^tly  ah^ 

F^r  a  llJ°r  t"  ""^^  ''""^°^"  »"«-  *°  be  sick. 
For  a  long  time  he  sat  on  the  slippery  leather  cushions  in 
the  nas  y  smokmg-room.  sucking  limes,  drinking  seltzer 

swtl/        JJIT     '  ^**''°«  ^'^'^^'^-  '=°^«'^  ^^  «  cold 

r^  Si  '""'"'""''■    He  groped  his  way  out 

upon  the  swaymg,  gusty  deck,  descended  to  his  cabin 
and  went  to  bed.  ' 

The  Ma^aOan  had  booked  more  passengers  than  could 
be  accommodated,  the  steward  being  oblig^  toTakTu' 
b.ds  on  the  floor  of  the  dining  saloon  and  even  upon  some 
ofthe  tables.  Vandover  had  not  been  able  to  get  a  stete- 
roon..  and  so  had  put  up  with  a  bunk  in  the  common 
cabin  at  the  stern  of  the  vessel. 
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About  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  he  woke  nn  in  »i.- 
Pj-  frightfully  sick  at  the  sU.J^Zt^l^'^" 

t.me  he  lay  on  h«  back  rolling  about  with  the  rollkg "f 
^  sjamer.  vaguely  staring  straight  above  hi"  Xe 

^i  If  I  •  ""^'^  "  •"-d-s-b^adth  above  his  face 

The  n»f  was  iron,  painted  with  a  white  paint  very  thick 
and  sh«y.  and  was  studded  with  innumerable  Shtds 
and  enormous  nuts.    By  and  by.  for  no  particular  rZn 

Jrtirrjz:rgr;r^?«r 

t.e«  of  bunks  mere  open  racks  filled  with  bedding,  rose 

;:.k^;r i  °^"^'"  '^  ~ '--  ^^  --S 

The  cabin  was  two  decks  below  the  open  air  and  every 

the  door.  The  air  was  foul  with  the  stench  of  bike 
tte  reek  of  the  untrimmed  lamps,  the  exhalation  of  ^ 
n.^y  b^aths.  and  the  clo..  stale  smeU  of  warm  bLdL^ 

breathmg.  the  movmg  of  restless  bodies  between  th^    " 
coax«.  sheets,  the  momentary  noise  of  the  ^rSng^f 

r;"Air;rrrjtftr;^^'-^ 
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cusiion  on  the  question  of  licenae.  Two  or  three  bunks 
distant,  a  woman,  a  Salvation  Army  lassie,  one  of  a  large 
party  of  SalvationisU  who  were  on  board,  began  to  cough 
violently,  choking  for  breath.  Across  the  aisle  the  little 
Jew  of  the  plush  skuU^ap  with  ear-laps  snored  monoto- 
nously m  alternate  keys,  one  a  guttural  bass,  the  other  a 
raspmg  treble.  The  Mazatlan  was  rolling  worse  than 
ever,  now  up  and  down,  now  from  side  to  side,  and  now 
with  long  forward  lurches  that  combined  the  other  two 
motions.  During  one  of  these  latter  the  little  Jew  was 
half  awakened.  He  stopped  snoring,  leaving  an  abrupt 
silence  m  the  air.  Then  Vandover  could  hear  Icm  thresh- 
ing about  uneasily;  stiU  half  asleep  he  began  o  mutter 
and  swear:  "Dafs  it.  r-roll;  I  woult  if  I  were  you;  r-roll 
dafs  righd  -  dhere.  soh  -  ah,  geep  it  oop  -  r-roU,  yoj 
damnt  ole  tub.  yust  r-r-roU." 

The  continued  pitching,  the  foul  air.  and  the  bitter 
smoke  from  the  saloonkeepers'  cigars  became  more  than 
Vandover  could  stand.    His  stomach  turned,  at  every  in- 
stant he  gagged  and  choked.    He  suddenly  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  determined  to 
go  on  deck,  preferring  to  walk  the  night  out  rather  than 
spend  it  in  the  cabin.    He  drew  on  his  shoes  without  lacing 
them,  and  dressed  himself  hurriedly,  omitting  his  coUar 
and  scarf;  he  put  his  hat  on  his  tumbled  hair,  swung  into 
his  overcoat,   and.  wrapping  his  travelling-rug  around 
him.  started  up  toward  the  deck.     On  the  stairs  he  was 
seized  with  such  a  nausea  that  he  could  hardly  keep  from 
vomiting  where  he  stood,  but  he  rushed  out  upon  the  lower 
deck,  gaining  the  rail  with  a  swimmmg  head. 
He  sank  back  upon  an  iron  capstan  with  a  groan,  weak 
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•nd  trembling,  hi,  eye,  full  of  tew..  .  bursting  feeling  in 
liu  head.    He  was  utterly  miserable. 

It  waa  about  half-past  two  in  the  morning,  and  a  cold 
raw  wmd  wa.  whistling  through  the  cordage  and  flinging 
the  steamers  smoke  down  upon  the  decks  and  upon  the 
water  hke  a  great  veil  of  crepe.    A  sickly  half-light  was 
spread  out  between  the  sea  and  the  heavens.    By  its 
means  he  could  barely  distinguish  great,  livid  blotches  of 
fog  or  cloud  whirling  across  the  black  sky.  and  the  unnum- 
bered multitude  of  white-topped  waves  rushing  past, 
plunging  and  rising  like  a  vast  herd  of  black  horses  gal- 
lopmg  on  with  shaking  white  manes.    Low  in  the  north- 
east horizon  lay  a  long  pale  blur  of  light  against  which  the 
bow  of  the  steamer,  inky  black,  rose  and  feU  and  heaved 
and  sank  incessantly.    To  the  landward  side  and  ve^r  near 
at  hand,  so  near  that  he  could  hear  the  surf  at  their  feet 
the  long  procession  of  hiUs  continuaUy  defiled,  vague  and 
formless  masses  between  the  sea  and  sky.    The  wind  the 
noise  of  the  waves  rushing  past,  the  roU  of  the  breakers  and 
the  groaning  of  the  cordage  aU  blended  together  and  filled 
the  au-  with  a  prolonged  minor  note,  lamentable  beyond 
words.    The  atmosphere  was  cold  and  damp,  the  spray  fly. 
mg  like  icy  bulleU.    The  sombre  light  that  hung  over  the 
sea  reflected  itself  in  long  blurred  streaks  upon  the  wet 
decks  and  slippery  iron  rods.    Here  and  there  about  the 
nggmg  a  tremulous  baU  of  orange  haze  showed  where  the 
ship  s  lanterns  were  swung.    Directly  under  Um  in  the 
stern  the  screw  snarled  incessanUy  in  a  vortex  of  boiling 
water  that  forever  swirled  away  and  was  lost  in  the  dark- 
ness    Prom  time  to  time  the  indicator  of  the  patent  log. 
just  beside  him.  rang  its  tiny  bell. 
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Vandover  drew  hia  rug  about  him  and  went  up  to 
the  main  deck,  dragging  his  ihoelacea  after  him.  The 
wind  wa«  stronger  here,  but  he  bent  hii  head  against  it 
and  wjnt  on  toward  the  smoking-room,  for  the  idea  had 
occurred  to  him  that  he  could  shut  himself  in  there  and 
pass  the  rest  of  the  night  upon  the  cushions;  anything  was 
better  tLin  returning  to  the  cabin  downsUirs. 

The  deck  was  jerked  away  from  beneath  his  feet,  and  he 
was  hurled  forward,  many  times  hu  own  length,  against 
a  companionway,  breaking  his  thumb  as  he  fell.    A  sec- 
ond shock  threw  him  down  again  as  he  rose;  everything 
about  him  shook  and  danced  like  glassware  upon  a  jarred 
table.    Then  the  whole  ship  rose  under  his  feet  as  no  wave 
had  ever  lifted  it,  and  fell  again,  not  into  yielding  water, 
but  upon  something  that  drove  through  its  sides  as  if  they 
had  been  paper.    A  deafening,  crashing  noise  split  the 
mournful  howl  of  the  wind,  and  far  underneath  him  Van- 
dover  heard  a  rapid  series  of  blows,  a  dreadful  rumbling 
and  pounding  that  thrilled  and  quivered  through  all  the 
vessel's  framework  up  to  her  very  mast-tips.    On  all 
fours  upon  the  deck,  holding  to  a  cleat  with  one  hand,  he 
braced  himself,  watching  and  listening,  his  senses  aU  alive 
his  muscles  tense.    In  the  direction  of  the  engine-room' 
he  heard  the  furious  ringing  of  a  beU.    The  screw  stopped. 
The  Mazatlan  wallowed  helpfessly  in  the  trough  of  the 
sea. 

Vandover's  very  first  impulse  was  a  wild  desire  of  saving 
himself;  he  had  not  the  least  thought  for  any  one  else. 
Every  soul  on  board  might  drown,  so  only  he  should  be 
saved.  It  was  the  primitive  ammal  instinct,  the  blind 
adherence  to  the  first  great  law,  an  impulse  that  in  this 
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flwt  moment  of  excitement  could  not  be  rwirted.  Henw 
forward  and  .natched  a  life-pre«erver  from  the  pUe  that 
was  stored  beneath  the  bridge. 

Aa  he  was  fastening  it  about  him.  the  passengers  began 
to  pour  out  upon  the  deck,  from  their  sUterooms.  from  the 
companionways,  and  from  the  dining  saloon.  In  an  in- 
stant the  deck  was  crowded.  Men  and  women  ran  about 
m  a  directions,  pushing  and  elbowing  each  other,  calling 
shrilly  over  one  another's  heads.  Near  to  Vandover  a 
woman,  clothed  only  in  her  night-dress,  clung  to  the  arm 
of  a  half-dressed  man.  crying  again  and  again  for  a  cer- 
tain "August."  She  wrung  her  hands  in  her  excitement: 
at  times  the  man  shouted  "August!"  in  a  quavering  bass 
voice.  "August,  here  we  are  over  herel"  "Oh,  where  ia 
Gussie?  "  wailed  the  woman.  "  Here,  here  I  am,"  another 
voice  answered  at  length;  "here  I  am,  I'm  all  right " 
'Oh,"  exclaimed  the  woman  with  a  sob  of  reHef.  "here's 
Gussie:  now  let's  all  keep  together  whatever  happens." 

All  about  the  decks  just  such  scenes  were  going  on:  most 
Of  the  women  wore  only  their  night-gowns  or  dressing- 
gowns,  their  hair  tumbling  down  and  blowing  about  their 
cheeks,  their  bare  feet  slipping  and  sliding  on  the  heaving 
wet  decks.  The  men  were  in  shirt  and  drawers,  standing 
m  the  centre  of  their  family  groups,  silent,  excited,  very 
watchful:  others  of  them  ran  about  searching  for  life- 
preservers,  shouting  hoarsely,  talking  to  themselves,  speak- 
ing all  their  thoughts  aloud. 

But  there  was  no  panic;  there  was  excitement,  confu- 
sion, bewilderment,  but  no  excess  of  fear,  no  unreasoning 
terror,  deaf,  blind,  utterly  reckless. 
AU  at  once  a  man  parted  the  crowd  with  shoulders  and 


li 


180  VAJIDOVEB  AND  THE  BRUTE 

elbows.  pa«i,,g  along  the  deck  with  g«at  strides.  It  was 
the  captam  The  next  instant  Vandover  saw  him  on 
the  bndge,  hatless.  without  his  vest  or  his  coat,  just  as  he 
hadsprungfromhisberth.  From  time  to  time  li  shouted 
his  orders,  leamng  over  the  raU.  gesturing  with  his  arm. 
The  crew  ran  about,  canying  out  his  directions,  jostling 
the  men  out  of  the  way.  knocking  over  women  Jd  chil 
dien.  speakmg  to  no  one,  intent  only  upon  their  work 

In  a  few  momenta  the  deck  steward  and  one  of  the  offi- 
cers  appeared  amid  the  crowd  of  passengers.  They  were 
very  cahn.  a^d  at  every  instant  shouted.  "There  is  n^ 
danger:  every  one  go  back  to  his  berth;  clear  the  deck, 
please;  no  danger,  gentlemen;  everybody  be  quiet;  go  back 
and"".,^'.^  ThestewardevencameuptovLo", 
"TaSL  «^:  ^"^"^  °'  '•"  '«-P— ».  Planning. 
Take  this  off!  there  is  no  danger;  you'reonly  exciting  tlS 
other  passengers.  Come  on.  take  it  off  and  go  ba^  to 
your  berth."  "^  ^^  ™ 

Vandover  obeyed  him.  slowly  loosening  the  buckles 
lookmg  areund  him.  bewildered,  but  still  hTlding  tlipi' 
server  m  his  hands.  ^^         ^ 

Best  of  aU  however,  was  the  example  of  a  huge  old  fel- 
ow  weanng  the  cap  and  clothes  of  a  boatawain's  mate  of  a 
Umted  States  battleship;  he  seemed  to  dominate  t^ett 
oted  throng  m  a  moment,  going  about  from  group  to 
group,  quieting  them  aU.  spreading  a  feeling  of  co^dence 
and  courage  throughout  the  whole  ship.    He  was  an  in- 

spuaUon  to  Vandover.  who  begantobeashamed  of  iTvi^g 

yielded  to  the  first  selfish  instinct  of  preservation  * 

Just  as  the  boatawain's  mate  was  offering  his  flask  to 

the  woman  whom  Vandover  had  heard  caUing  for  "Aug- 
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urt."  the  MazaOan  lurched  heavily  once  or  twice,  and  then 
sWly  hsted  to  the  port  side,  going  over  farther  and  far- 
ther every  instant.    Vandover  heard  a  renewed  rumbling 
and  smashing  noise  far  beneath  him.  and  in  some  way 
knew  that  the  cargo  was  shifting.    Instead  of  righting 
herself   the  ship  began  to  heave  over  more  and  more 
The  whole  sea  on  the  port  side  seemed  to  rise  up  to  meet 
the  rail;  under  Vandover's  feet  the  incline  of  the  deck  grew 
steeper  and  steeper.    All  at  once  his  excitement  came  back 
upon  hm.  with  the  sharpness  of  a  blow,  and  he  caught  at 
the  brass  grating  of  a  skylight  exclaiming:  "By  God- 
were  going  a,er."    The  women  screamed  with  terror- 
one  h«ird  the  men  shouting.  "Look  out!  hold  on!  catch 

S  ^n    ^  °"  ■"""•  ^"'^  °°>y  »  e^-^y  flannel 
shirt,  lost  his  foobng;  he  fell,  and  roUed  over  and  over 

down  the  deck  stupidly.  inerUy.  without  making  the  slight- 
est effort  to  save  himself,  without  uttering  the  least  cry- 
he  brought  up  suddenly  against  the  rail,  with  a  great  jar.' 
the  shock  of  his  soft,  withered  body  against  the  hard  wood 
soundmg  hke  the  sodden  impact  of  a  bundle  of  damp 
clothes.  There  was  a  cry ;  they  thought  him  killed  -  Van- 
dover had  seen  his  head  gashed  against  a  sharp  angle  of 
iron  -  but  he  jumped  up  with  sudden  agihty.  clambering 
up  the  slope  of  the  deck  with  the  strength  and  rapidity  of 
an  acrobat. 

TheK  had  been  a  great  rush  to  the  other  side  of  the  ship 
a  wJd  scrambling  up  the  steep  deck,  over  skylights  and 
between  masts  and  ventilators.  People  clung  to  any- 
thing, to  cleats,  to  steamer  chairs,  to  the  brass  railings 
to  the  person  who  stood  next  to  them.  They  no  longer 
listened  to  the  protestations  of  the  brave  boatswain' 


188     VANDOVEB  AND  THE  BRUTE 

mate;  that  last  long  roU  had  terrified  them.  Thesenaeof 
a  great  catastrophe  began  to  spread  and  widen  aU  about 
hke  the  rising  of  some  fearful  invisible  mist.  "  What  had 
happened?    What  was  to  become  of  them?  " 

While  Vandover  clung  to  the  starboard  raU,  rolling  his 
«yes  wildly,  toeing  to  control  himself  again,  a  young  man. 
a  waiter  in  the  dining  saloon,  rushed  up  to  him  from  out 
of  the  cnjwd.  holding  out  his  hand.  "It's  all  up!"  he 
shouted. 

Vandover  graSped  his  extended  pahn,  shaking  hands 
with  him  fervently,  without  knowing  why.  The  two 
looked  straight  into  each  other's  eyes,  their  hands  gripped 
close;  then  the  waiter  turned  away,  and  dropping  on  his 
knees  began  to  pray  silently  to  himself. 

Vandover  saw  a  great  many  others  praying;  there  was 
even  a  large  group  gathered  about  the  band  of  Salvafon- 
ists  trying  to  raise  a  hymn.  Every  now  and  then  their 
voices  could  be  heard,  singing  all  out  of  tune,  a  medlqr 
of  discords. 

At  one  time  Vandover  caught  sight  of  the  Httle  Jew  of 
the  plush  cap  with  the  ear-laps;  he  was  grovelling  upon  the 
deck,  huddling  a  small  black  satchel  to  his  breast;  without 
a  moment's  pause  he  screamed.  "God  'a'  mercy!  God  'a' 
mercy!" 

The  sight  revolted  Vando.—  and  in  a  great  measure 
helped  to  cahn  him.  In  a  few  moments  he  had  himself 
in  hand  again,  cool  and  self-collected,  resolved  not  to  act 
like  a  fool  before  the  others,  but  to  help  them  if  he  could. 

Near  to  him  a  Salvation  Army  lassie  was  down  upon  her 
knees  trying  to  cord  up  a  huge  bundle  wrapped  in  sail- 
cloth.   "Here,"  exclaimed  Vandover  coming  up  to  her. 
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"let  me  help.  I'U  tie  this  for  you  -you  put  thU  on." 
He  took  the  wet,  stiflP  ropes  from  between  her  fingers  and 
held  the  hfe-preserver  toward  her;  but  she  refused  it. 

"No."  she  cried  enthusiasUcaUy,  "I'm  going  to  be 
saved  anyhow;  I  ain't  going  to  drown;  Jesus  is  watching 
over  me.  Oh!"  she  suddenly  exclaimed  with  a  burst  of 
fervor,  "Jesus  is  going  to  save  me.  I  hum  I'm  going  to 
be  saved.  I  feel  it,  I  feel  it  h^e,"  and  she  struck  her  palm 
on  ^^e  breast  of  the  man's  red  jersey  she  was  wearing. 
WeU.  I  wish  /  could  have  such  a  confidence."  answered 
Vandover,  sincerely  envying  the  plain  little  woman  under 
the  ugly  blue  bonnet. 

She  seemed  as  if  inspired,  her  face  glowing.  "Onlyfte- 
liet,e:  that's  aU,"  she  told  him.  "It  isn't  too  late  for  you 
now.  Ah."  she  went  on.  smiling,  "ah.  you  don't  know 
what  It  IS  ma  time  like  this!  What  a  comfort!  What  a 
support!  Oh.  foot,  hok! "  she  cried,  breaking  off  and  start- 
ing to  her  feet.     "That  man  is  going  to  jump!" 

It  was  the  boatswain's  mate,  the  hero  who  had  fiUed  aU 
the  passengers  with  his  own  coolness  uad  courage,  who 
had  been  Vandover's  insph^tion.    Some  strange  reaction 
seemed  to  have  seized  upon  him.    Of  a  sudden  he  rushed 
to  the  rail,  the  starboard  raU  that  was  heaved  so  high  out 
of  the  water,  stood  upon  it  for  a  moment,  an'"  then  with  a 
great  shout  jumped  over  the  side.    His  folly  was  as  in- 
fectious as  his  courage.    Four  more  men  foUowed  him 
three  gomg  over  all  at  the  same  time,  and  a  fourth  a  litUe 
later,  hanging  an  instant  upon  the  outside  of  the  rail,  then 
dropping  down  feet  first,  disappearing  with  a  great  splash 
that  made  itself  heard  in  the  great  silence  that  had  sud- 
denly fallen  upon  the  throng. 
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Every  one  had  seen  what  had  happened;  a  thriU  of  fear 
and  apprehension  passed  over  them  aU  like  a  cold  breath. 
They  were  sflent,  struck  dumb,  feeling  the  presence  of 
death  close  by. 

Suddenly  a  long  flash  of  yeUow  upon  the  bridge  made  a 
momentary  streak  on  the  darkness,  and  there  was  the  report 
of  a  gun.  A  minute  later  it  was  fired  again,  and  alter- 
nating with  it  the  Mazatlan's  whistle  began  to  roar,  like 
a  hoarse  shout  for  help.  Between  these  sounds  could  be 
heard  the  renewed  clamour  upon  the  decks,  the  shouting, 
the  screaming,  and  the  rush  of  many  feet;  the  little  chil- 
dren clung  about  the  knees  of  their  mothers,  shrieking  and 
wailing  monotonously.  "Oh,  mama  —  oh,  mama! "  rolling 
their  eyes  fearfully  behind  them. 

But  many  of  the  children,  even  some  of  the  older  pas- 
sengers, were  absolutely  silent,  dazed,  stupefied  with  terror 
and  excitement,  their  eyes  vague  and  distended,  looking 
slowly  about  them,  scarcely  daring  to  move  a  limb. 

Meanwhile  the  Mazatlan  was  settling  forward,  and  al- 
ready the  spray  was  beginning  to  fly  over  the  decks. 
Little  by  little  the  terror  increased;  people  threw  them- 
selves down  upon  the  deck,  rising  up  again,  their  arms 
raised  to  heaven,  praying  aloud,  screaming  the  same 
things  over  and  over  again.'  The  Salvationists  tried  to 
raise  another  hymn,  but  the  sound  of  their  voices  was 
drowned  out  by  the  tumult,  the  roaring  of  the  whistle, 
the  barking  of  the  minute  guns,  the  straining  and  snapping 
of  the  cordage,  and  the  sound  of  waves  drawing  closer  and 
closer.  Prone  upon  the  deck,  his  arms  still  clasped  about 
his  black  satchel,  the  little  Jew  of  the  plush  cap  went  into 
some  kind  of  fit,  his  eyes  rolled  back,  his  teeth  grinding 
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upon  each  other.    Vandover  turned  from  him  in  disgust 
Then  he  looked  around  and  above  him,  drawing  a  long 
breath,  saying  aloud  to  himself: 
"  It  looks  as  though  it  were  the  end  —  well ! " 
All  at  once  Vandover  knew  that  the  water  had  reached 
the  boilers;  there  came  a  noise  of  hissing:  deafening 
stunmng;  white  billows  of  steam  pour.d  up  over  the  deck 
It  was  no  longer  the  Mazadan.  no  longer  a  thing  of  wood 
and  iron,  but  some  strange  huge  living  creature  that  was 
<tying  there  under  his  feet,  some  enormous  brute  that  was 
plunging  and  writhing  in  its  last  agony,  its  belly  ripped 
open  by  a  hidden  enemy  that  struck  from  beneath   its 
entrails  torn  out.  its  life-breath  going  from  it  in  g^t 
gasps  of  steam.     Suddenly  its  bellow  coUapsed;  the  great 
biJk  was  sinking  lower;  the  enemy  was  in  its  very  vitals 
The  great  hoarse  roar  dwindled  to  a  long  death  ratUe 
then  to  a  gutturaJ  rasp;  aU  at  once  it  ceased;  the  brute  wa^ 
dead  —  the  i/ozo.  'xn  was  a  wreck. 

Almost  at  the  moment,  he  heard  an  order  shouted  twice 
from  the  bridge,  where  he  could  see  the  shadowy  figures 
of  the  captain  and  officers  moving  about  through  the 
clouds  of  steam  and  smoke  and  mist.  Jmmeaiately  there 
foUowed  the  shrill  piping  of  the  boatswain's  whistle;  one 
of  the  officers,  the  first  engineer,  and  some  half  dozen  of 
the  crew  came  dashing  through  the  crowd,  and  there  was  a 
great  shout  of  "Tue  boats!    The  boats!" 

The  crowd  broke  up,  rushing  here  and  there  about  the 

ship,  reformmg  again  in  smaUer  bands  by  the  boats  and 

Me-rafts.    Vandover  followed  the  first  engineer,  running 

forward  toward  one  of  the  boats  in  the  bow. 

"Come  on!"  he  shouted  to  the  litUe  Salvationist  las- 
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rie.  pa^ri,^5  a  moment  to  help  he,  with  her  heavy  «u,v„- 

oov«ed  bundle.    "Come  on!  they're  going  toTower  the 

She  sUrted  up  to  follow  him  and  the  boom  of  the  fore- 
mart.  wh.chthe  accident  had  in  someway  loo«sned.  «,ung 
across  the  deck  at  the  same  moment.    Vandover  was  aJU 
ready  out  of  its  path  but  it  struck  the  young  woman 
squ«ely  across  the  back.    She  dropped  in  a  heap  upon 
the  deck,  then  her  body  slowly  straightened  out.  stiff  and 
ngid.  her  eyes  rapidly  opened  and  shut,  and  a  great  puff  of 
white  froth  slowly  started  from  her  mouth.    Vandover 
ran  forward  and  lifted  h*r  up.  but  her  back  was  broken; 
she  was  already  dead.    He  rose  to  his  feet  exclaiming  to 
i,T'I?::\^''"'"~'"^-*«  *»*«"*«  was  going 
to  be  saved."  then  suddenly  feU  silent  again,  gazing  won 
denngly  at  the  body,  disturbed,  very  thoughtful 

When  Vandover  finally  reached  the  lifeboat,  he  found  a 
great  crowd  gathered  there;  three  people  were  already  in 
the  boat  Itself.  The  first  engineer,  who  commanded  ttat 
boat,  and  three  of  the  crew  stood  by  the  falls  preparing  to 
cast  off  JHst  below  on  the  deck  of  the  JfoJoTstood 
two  saJors  keepmg  the  crowd  in  order,  continuafly  shout- 
mg.  Women  and  children  first!"  As  the  women  passed 
their  children  forward,  the  sailors  lifted  them  into  the 
boats,  some  shrieking,  othem  silent  and  stupid  as  if 
stumied.  Thenthe  women  were  helped  up;  the  men.  Van- 
dover among  them,  climbing  in  afterward.  The  davits 
were  turned  out  and  the  boat  was  swung  clear  of  the  ship's 

Vandover  looked  out  and  below  him  and  then  made  an 
involuntary  movement  to  regain  the  ship's  deck.    Far 
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below  him,  or  so  at  least  it  seemed,  were  mountains  of 
tumbling  green  water,  huge.  relenUess.  irresistible,  rush- 
ing on  by  thousands,  to  shatter  themselves  with  dreadful 
W  against  the  ship's  side.  It  seemed  simple  madness  to 
attempt  to  kunch  the  boat;  even  the  sinking  wreck  would 
be  safer  than  this  chance.  Vandover  was  terrified,  again 
deserted  by  all  his  cahnness  and  self-restraint. 

The  saflors  standing  in  the  bow  and  the  stem  let  out  the 
ropes  httle  by  UtUe.  the  vast  black  hulk  of  the  ship  began 
to  loom  up  above  them  aU.  higher  and  higher,  and  to  their 
eyj  the  hfeboat  began  to  grow  smaUer  and  smaller,  more 
and  more  frail,  more  and  more  pitiful. 

All  at  once  it  struck  the  water  with  a  crash,  in  an  in- 
stant It  was  tossed  up  again  in  the  air.  heaving  on  the  crest 
of  a  wave,  was  carried  in  and  dashed  up  against  the  ship, 
all  the  oara  on  that  side  snapping  in  an  instant.  It  was  a 
fearful  moment;  the  litUe  boat  was  unmanageable  in  an 
instant,  leaping  and  plunging  among  the  waves  like  a  ter- 
rified horse,  banged  and  battered  between  the  heaving 
water  and  the  huU  of  the  steamer  itself.  Vandover  be- 
heved  that  all  was  over;  he  partiaUy  rose  from  his  seat 
prepanng  to  jump  before  the  boat  should  swamp. 

There  was  an  interval  of  shouting  and  confusion,  the 
fi«t  engineer  and  the  crew  leaning  over  the  sides  fending 
off  tte  boat  with  the  stumps  of  the  oars  and  with  long 
boathooks.  Some  oars  were  shipped  to  the  other  side 
to  take  the  place  of  the  broken  ones,  and  a  score  of  hands 
tuggmg  at  them,  the  boat  was  at  length  pulled  away  out 
of  danger. 

The  lifeboat  had  bem  built  to  hold  thirty-five  people- 
more  than  forty  had  crowded  into  it.  and  it  needed  aU 
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prudence  and  care  to  keep  it  afloat  in  the  heavy  waa  that 
were  running.  The  saUors  and  two  of  the  paMengers 
were  at  the  oars,  whfle  the  first  engineer  took  command, 
•landing  in  the  stem  at  the  steering-oar.  He  was  dressed 
in  a  suit  of  oilskins,  a  life-preserver  strappe.'  under  his 
arms;  he  wore  no  hat.  and  at  every  gust  his  drenched  hair 
and  beard  whipped  across  his  face. 

Just  as  the  boat  was  pulling  away  from  the  wreck,  Van- 
dover  and  the  others  saw  the  little  Jew  of  the  plush  cap 
with  the  ear-hps  standing  upon  the  raU  of  the  steamer, 
holding  to  a  stanchion.  '  He  beUeved  that  he  had  been 
abandoned,  and  screamed  after  them,  stretching  out  his 
hands.  The  engineer  turned  and  saw  him.  but  shook  his 
head.  "Give  way  there!"  he  commanded  the  men; 
'there's  no  more  room." 

The  Jew  flung  his  satchel  from  him  and  jumped;  for  a 
moment  he  disappeared,  then  suddenly  caae  up  on  the 
crest  of  a  wave,  quite  close  to  them,  gasping  and  beating 
his  hands,  the  water  running  out  of  his  mouth,  and  his 
plush  cap.  glossy  with  wet.  aU  awry  and  twisted  so  that 
one  ear-lap  hung  over  his  eye  like  a  shade.  In  another 
moment  he  had  grasped  one  of  the  oar-blades.  Everyone 
was  watching  and  there  was  a  cry.  "Draw  him  in!" 
But  the  engineer  refused. 

"  It's  too  late !"  he  shouted,  partly  to  the  Jew  and  partly 
to  the  boat.  "One  more  and  we  are  swamped.  Let  bo 
there!"  " 

"But  you  can't  let  him  drown."cried  Vandover  and  the 
others  who  sat  near.  "Oh.  take  him  in  anyhow;  we  must 
risk  it."  , 

"Risk  hell!"  thundered  the  engineer.    "Look  here. 
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you!"  he  cried  to  Vandover  and  the  re*t.  "rm  in  com- 
m*nd  here  and  am  responsible  for  the  lives  of  aU  of  you 
It  s  a  matter  of  his  life  or  ours;  one  life  or  forty.  One  morti 
ana  we  are  swamped.    Let  go  therel " 

"Yes.  yes."  cried  some.    "It's  too  late!  there's  no  more 
room! 

But  otters  still  protested.  "It's  too  horrible;  don't 
et  him  drown;  take  him  in."  They  threw  him  their 
Me-preservers  and  the  stumps  of  the  broken  oars.  But 
the  Jew  saw  nothing,  heard  nothing,  clinging  to  the  oar- 
blade,  panUng  and  stupid,  his  eyes  wide  and  sUring 

"Shake  him  off!"  commanded  the  engineer.  The 
sailor  at  the  oar  jerked  and  twisted  it,  but  the  Jew  still 
held  on  sJent  and  breathing  hard.  Vandover  glanced  at 
the  fearfully  overloaded  boat  and  saw  the  necessity  of  it 
and  held  his  peace,  watching  the  thing  that  was  being 
done.  The  sailor  still  attempted  to  tear  the  oar  from  the 
Jew  s  grip,  but  the  Jew  held  on.  panting,  ahnost  exhausted  ■ 

they  could  hear  his  breathing  in  the  boat    "Oh.  don't'" 
he  gasped,  rolling  his  eyes. 

"Unship  that  oar  and  throw  it  overboard,"  shouted  the 
engineer. 

"Better  not,  sir,"  answered  the  saflor.  "Extra  oars 
aU  broken."  The  Jew  was  hindering  the  progress  of  the 
boat  and  at  every  moment  it  threatened  to  turn  broad 
on  to  the  seas. 

"G(Kldamn  you,  let  go  there!"  shouted  the  engineer, 
^ni^  wrenching  and  twisting  at  the  oar.    "Let  go  or 

But  the  Jew,  deaf  and  stupid,  drew  himself  along  the 
oar,  hand  over  hand,  and  in  a  moment  had  caught  hold  of 
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the  gunwJe  of  the  bet.    It  cweeaed  on  the  faut«,t 

FuAhunoffl"    And  one  of  the  women  cried  to  the  mUte. 
Don  t  let  ny  little  giri.  drown,  «r!    Pud,  him  .w«rl 
Save  my  little  giriji  Let  him  drown!" 

It  7a.  the  animal  in  them  aUth.t  had  come  to  the  «». 

face  m  an  mrtant.  the  primal  instinct  of  the  brute  rtriv- 

mg  for  lU  hfe  and  for  the  life  of  its  young. 
The  enpneer.  exasperated,  caught  up 'the  stump  of  one 

of  the  broken  oar.  and  beat  on  the  Jew's  hands  where  they 

were  gnpped  whitely  upon  the  boat's  rim.  shouting. 

Let  gol  let  go!"    But  a.  soon  as  the  Jew  rekxed^ 
hand  he  caught  again  with  the  other.    He  uttered  no  cry. 
but  his  face  as  it  came  and  went  over  the  gunwale  of  the 
boat  was  white  and  writhing.    When  he  was  at  length 
beaten  from  the  boat  he  caught  again  at  the  oar;  it  was 
drawn  in.  and  the  engineer  clubbed  his  head  and  arms  and 
hands  tiU  the  water  near  by  grew  red.    The  httle  Jew 
clung  to  the  end  of  the  oar  like  a  cat,  writhing  and  grunt- 
ing, hu  mouth  open,  and  his  eyes  fixed  and  staring.    When 
his  hands  were  gone,  he  tried  to  embrace  the  oar  with  his 
arms.    He  sHd  off  in  the  hollow  of  a  wave,  his  body 
turned  over  twice,  and  then  he  sank,  his  head  thrown  back 
his  eyes  still  open  and  staring,  and  a  silver  chai    of  bub^ 
bles  escaping  from  his  mouth. 

'■Give  way.  men!"  said  the  engineer. 

"Oh.  God!"  exclaimed  Vandover.  turning  away  and 
vomiting  over  the  side. 

A  UtUe  while  later  some  one  on  the  bow  of  the  boat 
caUed  to  the  engineer  asking  why  it  was  they 
heading  for  the  shore.    The 
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Vandover  in  lome  w»y  understood  tlutt  It  wu  too  danger- 
ou«  to  attempt  to  run  the  breakers  in  such  heavy  weather, 
and  that  they  must  keep  in  the  open,  holding  the  boat 
head  on  to  the  seas  until  either  the  wind  feU  or  they  were 
picked  up  by  some  other  vessel. 

It  was  still  very  dark,  and  seen  under  the  nigh*,  from  the 
litUe  boat,  the  ocean  and  the  sky  seemed  immenso  and 
terrible;  the  great  waves  grew  out  of  the  obscurity  ahead 
of  them,  rushing  down  upon  the  boat,  big,  swelling,  silent, 
theircrests  occasionaUy  hissing  and  breaking  into  irrupUons 
of  cold  white  froth.  As  one  of  them  would  draw  near,  the 
boat  would  rise  upon  it  as  though  it  would  never  stop, 
would  hang  a  moment  upon  its  summit  and  then  topple 
into  the  black  gulf  that  foUowed.  sending  the  bitter  icy 
spray  high  into  the  air.  The  wind  blew  steadily.  Sud- 
denly toward  three  o'clock  it  began  to  rain. 

Vandover.  the  engineer,  all  the  five  sailors,  and  two  of 
the  passengers  were  clothed.  The  rest  of  the  passengers 
were  litde  better  than  naked.  Here  and  there  a  man  had 
snatched  a  blanket  from  his  berth,  and  one  or  two  of  them 
were  wearing  their  trousers,  but  the  rest  were  clothed  for 
the  most  part  only  with  their  shirts  and  drawers.  There 
were  eighteen  women  and  five  little  girb  in  the  boat. 
The  litUegiris  were  well  looked  after.  Two  were  wrapped 
in  Vandover's  travelling-rug  and  a  couple  of  men  had 
put  their  coats  around  the  third.  But  there  were  not 
wraps  enough  to  go  around  among  the  women,  by  far  the 
larger  part  of  them  were  covered  only  by  their  night-dresses 
or  their  bed-gowns. 

It  was  abominably  cold;  the  rain  fell  continually,  and  the 
wind  blew  in  long  gusts,  piercing,  cutting.    Every  plunge 
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of  ihe  boat  threw  icy  bulleU  of  ipray  into  the  air,  which 
the  wind  caught  up  and  flung  down  broad  upon  the  boat. 
Sometimet  even  a  huge  wave  would  break  juit  upon  their 
quarter,  and  then  great  torrenU  of  litter,  fraenng  water 
would  faU  over  them  in  a  deluge,  leaving  a  wdiment  of 
•alt  that  cracked  the  ikin.    The  women  weie  huddled 
upon  the  bottom  of  the  boat  near  the  wai«t.  where  th«y 
bad  been  placed  for  greater  safety.    They  were  fouled 
with  the  muddy  water  that  gathered  there,  their  long  hair 
disheveUed,  dripping  with  sleet,  clinging  to  their  wet 
cheeks  and  throats,  their  bodies  showing  pink  with  cold, 
through  their  thin,  soaked  coverings,  their  Umbs  racked 
with  long  incessant  shudderings,  a  wretched  group,  miser- 
able beyond  words.  One  of  them  close  by  Vandover's  feet, 
he  noticed  particularly,  had  but  a  single  garment  to  cover 
her.    She  was  drenched  through  and  through,  her  bare 
feet  were  blue  with  the  cold,  her  head  was  thrown  back, 
her  eyta  closed.    She  was  silent  except  when  an  unusual 
gust  of  wind  whipped  the  rain  and  spray  across  her  body 
like  the  long,  fine  lash  of  a  whip.    Then  with  every  breath 
she  moaned,  drawing  in  her  breath  between  her  teeth 
with  a  little  whistling  gasp,  too  weak,  too  exhausted, 
too  nearly  unconscious  to  attempt  to  shield  herself  in 
any  way. 

Vandover  could  do  nothing;  he  had  ahnost  stripped 
himself  to  help  clothe  the  others.  Nothing  more  could  be 
done.  The  suffering  had  to  go  on.  and  he  began  to  wonder 
how  human  beings  could  endure  such  stress  and  yet  live. 

But  Vandover  himself  suffered  too  keenly  to  take  much 
thought  for  the  sufferings  of  the  others,  while  besides  that 
anguish  which  he  shared  with  the  whole  boat,  the  pain  in 
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hit  brokw  thumb  gnmwed  inceiMiitly  like  •  r»t.  From 
tmie  to  time  he  staied  listleuly  about  him,  looking  at  the 
«lmrk  Ay,  the  tumbling  ocean,  and  the  crowded  groupe  in 
the  plunging,  rolling  lifeboat. 

There  was  nothing  pictureique  about  it  all.  nothing 
heroic.  It  waa  unlike  any  pictures  he  had  seen  of  life- 
boat  rescues,  unlike  anything  he  had  ever  imagined.  It 
was  aU  sordid,  miserable,  and  the  sight  of  the  half-dad 
women,  dirty,  sodden,  unkempt,  stirred  him  rather  to 
disgust  than  to  pity. 

At  last  the  dawn  came  and  grew  white  over  a  world  of 
tumbhng  green  billows  and  scudding  wrack.    Some  throe 
miles  distant,  seen  only  when  the  boat  topped  a  higher 
wave,  the  same  procession  of  bleached  hills  moved  grad- 
ually to  the  south  under  the  fog,  their  feet  covered  by  the 
white  line  of  the  surf.    Not  far  behind  in  the  wake  of  the 
boat  the  stem  of  the  Mazatlan  rose  out  of  a  ring  of  white 
foam,  the  waves  breaking  over  her  «s  if  she  had  been  thero 
for  ages,  the  screw  writhing  its  flanges  into  the  air  like 
some  enormous  starfish  already  fastened  upon  the  hulk 
One  of  the  other  boats  could  be  seen  now  and  then 
between  them  and  the  shore,  a  momentary  dot  of  black 
on  the  vast  blur  of  green  and  gray. 

There  was  no  conversation;  the  men  relieved  each  other 
at  the  oars  or  bailed  out  the  water  with  their  caps  and 
hands,  scarcely  interchanging  a  word.  The  only  utterance 
was  an  occasional  moaning  from  among  the  women  and 
children.  There  was  nothing  to  eat;  long  since  the  two 
whisky  flasks  had  been  exhaus*?d.  The  rain  feU  steadily 
mto  the  sea  with  a  prolonged  rippUng  noise. 
Vandover  was  leaning  upon  the  gunwale  of  the  boat,  his 
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head  buried  in  his  arma,  when  suddenly  he  raised  himself 

and  asked  of  the  man  who  sat  next  to  him: 

"What  was  the  matter  last  night?  What  caused  the 
accident?" 

The  other  shook  his  head,  wearily,  turning  away  again. 
However,  the  engineer  answered : 

"We  couldn't  cany  coal  enough  to  keep  up  the  right 
pressure  of  steam  and  drifted  in  upon  a  reef.  I  said  once 
before  that  it  would  happen  some  time." 

About  an  hour  later  Vandover  dropped  off  to  sleep,  in 
spite  of  the  cold,  the  wet,'  and  the  torment  in  his  thumb. 
He  dozed  and  woke,  and  dozed  again  all  through  the  morn- 
ing. About  noon  he  was  awakened  by  a  more  violent 
rolling  of  the  boat,  the  sound  of  voices,  and  a  stir  among 
the  other  passengers. 

It  was  still  raining;  the  boat  was  no  longer  cutting  the 
waves  with  her  nose,  but  was  being  rowed  seaward  flank 
on;  a  sailor  stood  in  the  bow  holding  a  coil  of  rope.  Close 
in  and  seen  over  the  tops  of  the  waves  were  the  shaking 
and  slatting  sails  of  a  pilot-boat,  lying  to.  One  of  the 
sails  bore  an  enormous  nimiber  six. 

Vandover  slept  all  that  day  and  the  night  following, 
rolled  in  hot  bhmkets.  The  next  morning  he  awoke  with 
a  strange  sense  of  unreality  and  of  having  dropped  a  day 
somewhere.  As  he  lay  in  his  stuffy  little  bunk  between 
decks,  and  felt  the  rolling  of  the  pilot-boat  under  him,  he 
still  fancied  himself  upon  the  McaaUan;  he  felt  the  pain 
in  his  bandaged  thumb  and  wondered  how  it  came  there. 
Then  his  fall  on  the  deck  came  back  to  him,  the  wreck 
of  the  steamer,  the  excitement  on  board,  the  reports  of 
the  rifle  £red  as  a  minute  gun,  the  clouds  of  steam  that 
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melt  of  a  great  laundiy,  and  the  drowning  of  the  litUe 
Jew  of  the  plush  cap  with  the  ear-kps.  He  shuddered 
and  grew  sick  again  for  a  minute,  telling  himself  that  he 
would  never  forget  that  scene. 

Such  of  the  passengers  as  could  get  about  breakfasted 
as  best  they  could  in  the  cabin  with  the  boatkeeper  and 
four  of  the  pUots.  Here  thq.  were  informed  as  to  what 
was  to  be  done  with  them.  The  schooner  would  not  go 
m  for  two  weeks,  and  it  was  out  of  the  question  to  keep  the 
castaways  on  board  for  that  length  of  time.  However,  at 
that  moment  the  pilots  were  cruising  in  the  neighbourhood 
on  the  lookout  for  two  Cape  Homers  that  were  expected 
to  be  up  at  any  moment.  It  was  decided  that  when  the 
first  of  these  should  be  met  with  the  party  should  be  trans- 
ferred. 

An  hoM  after  they  had  been  picked  up.  the  wind  had 
begun  to  freshen.    By  noon  of  the  second  day  it  had  come 
on  to  blow  half  a  gale.    One  could  hope  only  for  the  best 
«  regarded  the  rest  of  the  MazaOan's  boats  and  rafts 
Not  another  sign  of  the  wreck  was  seen  by  the  schooner' 

The  castaways  filled  the  Uttie  schooner  to  overflowing 
hindering  her  management,  and  getUng  in  the  way  at 
every  step.  The  pilot  crew  hustled  them  about  without 
ceremony,  and  after  dinner  one  had  to  intervene  to  pre- 
vent a  fight  between  one  of  them  and  a  sailor  from  the 
Mazatlan  over  the  question  of  a  broken  pipe.  The  women 
of  the  Mazatlan  kept  in  their  berths  continually,  rolled  in 
hot  blankets,  dosed  with  steaming  whisky  punches.  In 
the  afternoon,  however.  Vandover  saw  two  of  them  in  the 
lee  of  the  house  attempting  to  dry  their  hair;  one  of  them 
was  the  woman  he  had  particularly  noticed  in  tiie  life- 
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boat  clad  in  a  night-dress,  and  he  wonderad  vaguely 
where  the  dress  had  come  from  she  now  was  wearing. 

About  three  o'clock  of  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day 
Vandover  was  sitting  on  the  deck  near  the  stem,  fastening 
on  his  shoes  with  a  length  of  tarred  rope,  the  laces  which 
he  had  left  trailing  having  long  before  broken  and  pulled 
out.  By  that  time  the  wind  was  blowing  squally  out  of 
the  northeast.  The  schooner  was  put  under  try  sails, 
"a  three-reefed  mitten  with  the  thumb  brailed  up,"  as  he 
heard  the  boatkeeper  call  it.  This  hitter  was  at  the 
wheel  for  a  moment,  but  in  a  little  while  he  called  up  a 
young  man  dressed  in  a  suit  of  oilskins  and  a  pea  jacket 
and  gave  him  the  charge.  For  a  long  time  Vandover 
watched  the  boy  turning  the  spokes  back  and  forth,  his 
eyes  alternating  between  the  binocle  and  the  horizon. 

In  the  evening  about  half-past  ten,  the  lookout  in  the 
crow's  nest  sang  out:  "Smoke  —  oh!"  sounding  upon 
his  fish  horn.  The  boatkeeper  ran  aft  and  lit  a  huge  cal- 
cium flare,  holding  it  so  as  to  illuminate  the  big  niunber 
on  the  mainsail.  Suddenly,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off 
their  weather-bow,  m  couple  at  rockets  left  a  long  trail  of 
yeUow  against  the  night.  It  was  the  Cape  Homer,  and 
inesently  Vandover  made  out  her  lights,  two  gkwing 
spots  moving  upon  the  daifaiess,  like  the  eyes  of  some 
nocturnal  sea-monster.  In  a  few  minutes  she  showed  a 
blue  light  on  the  bridge;  she  wanted  a  pilot. 

The  schooner  approached  and  was  laid  to,  and  the  towo^ 
ing  mass  of  the  great  deep-sea  tramp  began  to  be  dimly 
seen  through  the  darkness.  There  was  little  confusion  in 
making  the  transfer  of  the  castaways.  Mort  of  them 
seemed  still  benumbed  with  their  rruent  terrible  exposure. 
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Thj  dodlely  .Ulowed  them^lves  to  be  puAed  into  the 

W  J!"l  ?."u./?^  '^'^  *^«  "P^ri""**  <rf  being 
lowered  to  the  dufting  waves  below.    Sflently.  like  fright 

ened  aheep  they  3tood  up  in  turn  in  the  ^king  t^der 
and  aUowed  the  life  preserver  to  be  fitted  ^ntt^ 
shoulders  to  protect  them  from  the  bite  of  the  rope's 
noose  beneath  their  arms.  There  followed  a  sicke^ 
upward  whirl  between  sea  and  sky,  and  then  the  oZ 
fortmg  gnsp  of  many  welcoming  hands  from  the  deck 

•bove.    By  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  transfer  had 
been  made.  ^^ 

Vandover  boarded  the  Cape  Homer  in  company  with 
the  pdot  and  the  rest  and  reached  San  Francisco  fete  on 
the  next  day,  which  happened  to  be  a  Sunday. 
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CHAPTER  TEN 

Abotjt  ten  o'clock  Vandover  went  aahore  in  the  ship's 
yawl  and  landed  in  the  city  on  a  literally  perfect  day  in 
early  November.  It  seemed  many  years  since  he  had 
been  there.  The  drizzly 'morning  upon  which  the  Santa 
Rosa  had  cast  off  was  already  too  long  ago  to  be  remem- 
bered. The  city  itself  as  he  walked  up  Market  Street 
toward  Kearney  seemed  to  have  taken  on  a  strange  ap- 
pearance. 

It  was  Sunday,  the  downtown  streets  were  deserted 
except  for  the  cable-cars  and  nn  occasional  newsboy. 
The  stores  were  closed  and  in  theu  vestibules  one  saw  the 
peddlers  who  were  never  there  on  week-days,  venders  of 
canes  and  peddlers  of  glue  with  heavy  weights  attached 
to  mended  china  plates. 

Vandover  had  had  no  breakfast  and  was  consciois  of 
feeling  desperately  hungiy.  He  determined  to  breakfast 
downtown,  as  he  would  arrive  home  too  late  for  one  meal 
and  too  early  for  the  other. 

Almost  all  of  his  money  had  been  lost  with  the  Mazatlan; 
he  found  he  had  but  a  dollar  left.  He  would  have  pre- 
ferred breakfasting  at  the  Grillroom,  but  concluded  he 
was  too  shabby  in  appearance,  and  he  knew  he  would  get 
more  for  his  money  at  the  Imperial. 

It  was  absolutely  quiet  in  the  Imperial  at  the  hour  when 
he  arrived.  The  single  bartender  was  reading  a  paper,  and 
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in  the  passage  between  the  private  rooms  a  Chinese  with 
a  clean  napkin  wound  around  his  head  was  polishing 
the  b«ss  and  woodwork.  In  the  passage  he  met  Toby! 
the  red^yed  waiter,  just  going  off  night  duty,  without  hb 
usual  apron  or  white  coat,  dressed  very  carefully,  wear- 
ing  a  brown  felt  hat. 
"Why.  how  do  you  do.  Mr.  Vandover?  "exclaimed  Toby 
Haven't  seen  you  round  here  for  some  time."  Vandover 
was  about  to  answer  when  the  other  intenupted: 

"  Well,  whafs  happened  to  you  t  Look  as  though  you'd 
been  drawn  through  heU  backward  and  beaten  with  a  cat!" 
In  fact  Vandover's  appearance  was  extraordinaiy.  His 
hat  was  torn  and  broken,  and  his  clothes,  stained  with 
tar  and  dirt,  shrunken  and  wrinkled  by  sea-water.  His 
shoes  were  fastened  with  bits  of  tarred  rope;  he  was  wear- 
ing a  red  flannel  shirt  with  bone  buttons  which  the  boat- 
ke<^r  on  the  pUot  boat  had  given  him.  tied  at  the  neck 
with  a  purple  handkerchief  of  pongee  silk;  his  hair  was 
long  cud  a  week's  growth  of  beard  was  upon  his  lip  and 

CuCCJCSa 

"That's  a  fact."  he  answered  grimly.    "I  do  look 

queer^  I  was  in  a  wreck  down  the  coast,"  he  added  hastily 

The  MazaOanl"  exclaimed  Toby.     "That's  a  fact- 

the  papers  have  been  fuU  of  it.    That's  so.  you  were  one 

of  the  survivors." 

"The  survivors!"  echoed  Vandover  with  wondering 
curiosity.  "TeU  me  -  you  know  I  haven't  heard  a  worf 
yet -were  there  many  lives  lost?"  He  marvelled  at  the 
strangeness  of  the  situation,  that  this  bar  waiter  should 
know  more  of  the  wreck  than  he  himself  who  had  been 
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"You  bet  there  were!"  answered  Toby.  "Twenty- 
three  altogether;  one  boat  capsized;  Kelly,  'Bug'  Kelly, 
son  of  that  fellow  that  runs  the  Ciyital  Grotto,  he  was 
drowned,  and  one  of  Hocheimer's  —  Hocheimer,  the 
jeweller,  you  know  —  one  of  his  travelling  salesmen  was 
drowned;  a  little  Jew  nam^V  Brann,  a  diamond  expert; 
he  jumped  overboard  and " 

"Don'tl"  said  Vandover  with  a  sharp  gesture.  "I  saw 
him  drown  —  it  was  sickening." 

"Were  you  in  that  boat?"  exdaimed  Toby.  "Well, 
wait  till  I  tell  you;  the  au^orities  here  are  right  after  that 
first  engineer  with  a  sharp  stick,  and  some  of  the  passen- 
gers, too,  for  not  taking  him  in.  A  woman  in  one  of 
the  other  boats  saw  it  all  and  gave  the  whole  thing  away. 
A  thing  like  that  is  regular  murder,  you  know."  Van- 
dover shut  his  teeth  against  answering,  and  after  a  little 
Toby  went  on,  willing  to  talk.  "You  know,  we've  got  a 
new  man  for  the  day-work  down  here  now  —  George  isn't 
here  any  more.  No,  he's  going  to  start  a  roadhouse  out 
on  the  almshouse  drive  in  a  few  months;  swell  pkoe,  you 
know.    I'll  have  him  send  you  cards  for  the  opening. " 

Vandover  ordered  oysters,  an  omelette,  and  a  pint  of 
claret  from  the  new  waiter  who  did  the  day-work,  and  ate 
and  drank  tb:meal  —  the  like  of  which  he  had  not  tasted 
since  leaving  Coronado  —  with  ddicious  enjoyment. 

He  delayed  over  it  long,  taking  a  great  pleasure  in  satis- 
fying the  demands  of  the  animal  in  him.  The  wine  made 
him  heavy,  warm,  stupid;  he  felt  cakn,  soothed,  and  per- 
fectly contented,  and  had  to  struggle  against  a  desire  to 
go  to  sleep  where  he  was.  The  atmosphere  of  the  Im- 
perial was  warm  and  there  was  a  tepid  languor  in  the  air 
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as  of  the  traces  of  many  past  debauches,  a  stale  odour  of 
sweetened  whisky  and  of  musk.  After  the  roughness  and 
hardships  of  the  last  week  he  felt  a  pleasant  sense  of  quiet 
o  relaxation,  of  enervaUon.  He  even  began  to  wish  that 
Flossie  would  come  in.  This,  however,  made  him  rouse 
himself;  he  shook  himself,  and  started  home,  paying  his 
carfare  with  his  last  nickel. 

He  sat  on  the  ouUide  of  the  car,  wondering  if  any  one 
he  knew  would  see  him,  half  hoping  that  such  a  thing 
might  happen,  realizing  the  dramatic  interest  that  would 
centre  about  him  now  in  his  present  condition  as  a  survivor 
of  a  wreck.  The  idea  soon  attracted  him  immensely  and 
he  began  to  look  out  for  any  possible  acquaintance  as  the 
car  began  to  climb  over  Nob  Hill. 

At  the  crossing  of  Polk  Street  he  saw  Ida  Wade's  mother 
in  deep  mourning,  standing  near  a  groceiy  store  holding 
a  httle  pink  parcel. 

It  was  like  a  blow  between  the  qres.    Vandover  caught 
his  breath  and  started  violentiy,  feeling  again  for  an  in- 
stant the  cold  grip  of  the  hysterical  terror  that  had  so 
nearly  overcome  him  on  the  morning  after  Ida's  death 
It  slowly  relaxed,  however,  and  by  the  time  he  had  reached 
the  house  on  California  Street  he  was  almost  himself  again. 
It  was  about  church  time  when  Vandover  arrived  at 
home  once  more.    There  was  a  Sunday  quiet  in  the  air 
The  bells  were  ringing,  and  here  and  there  family  groups 
on  their  way  to  church,  the  children  walking  in  front 
very  sedate  in  their  best  clothes,  carrying  the  prayer- 
books  carefully,  by  special  privilege. 

The  buUer  was  working  in  the  garden,  as  he  sometimes 
did  of  a  Sunday  morning,  pottering  about  a  cerUm  bed 
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of  sweet-peas,  and  it  was  tho  housekeeper  who  answered 
his  ring.  She  recognued  him  with  a  prolonged  exclama- 
tion,  raising  her  hands  to  heavtn. 

"Ooh,  and  is  it  you.  Mr.  Vandover.  sir?  Ah.  how 
we've  been  upset  about  you  and  aU.  and  it's  ^ad  to  see 
you  back  again  your  father  wiU  bel  Oh,  such  times  as 
we  had  when  we  heard  about  the  wreck  and  knowing  you 
were  on  it!  Yes,  sir,  your  father's  prtMy  weU,  though  he 
was  main  poorly  yesterday  morning.  But  he's  better  now. 
You'll  find  him  in  the  smoking-room  now,  sir." 

Vandover  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  smoking-room 
quietly.    His  father  was  sitting  unoccupied  in  the  huge 
leather  chair  before  the  fireplace.    He  was  dead,  and  must 
have  died  some  considerable  time  before,  as  he  was  abeady 
cold.    He  could  have  suffered  no  pain,  hardly  a  muscle 
had  moved,  and  his  attitude  was  quite  natural,  the  legs 
crossed,  the  right  hand  holding  the  morning's  paper.    How- 
ever, as  soon  as  Vandover  touched  the  body  it  coUapsed 
and  slid  down  into  a  heap  in  the  depth  of  the  chair,  the  jaw 
dropping  open,  the  head  rolling  sidewise  upon  his  shouMer. 
Vandover  ran  out  into  the  hall,  waving  his  arms, 
shouting  for  the  servants.    "Oh,  why  didn't  you  teU  me?"' 
he  cried  to  the  housekeeper     "Why  did  you  let  me  find 
him  so?    When  did  he  die.?"    The  housekeeper  was  dis- 
traught.   She  couldn't  beUeve  it.    Only  a  HtUe  whfle  ago 
he  had  caUed  her  to  say  there  were  no  more  matches  in 
the  litUe  brass  matchsafe.    She  began  to  utter  long  cries 
and  hunenUtions  like  a  hen  in  distress,  raising  her  hands 
to  heaven.    AU  at  once  they  heard  some  one  rushing  up 
the  stairs.    It  was  the  butler,  in  his  shirt-sleeves  and  his 
enormous  apron  of  ticking,  still  carrying  his  trowel  in  his 
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hwid.    He  WM  bewildered,  hM  eyes  protruding,  while  «11 
about  him  he  spread  the  ameU  of  fresh  earth.    At  every 
instant  he  exclaimed : 
"What?    What?    What's  the  matter?" 
"Oh,  my  dear  old  governor  — and  all  alonel"  cried 
Vandover  through  shut  teeth. 

"Oh,  oh,  the  good  God!"  exclaimed  the  housekeeper, 
crying  herself  and  rolling  her  eyes.  "And  him  asking 
for  matches  in  the  litUe  brass  box  only  a  minute  since. 
Oh,  the  good,  kind  master!" 

Suddenly  Vandover  rushed  down  the  stairs  and  through 
the  front  haD,  snatching  his  hat  from  the  hatrack  as  he 
passed.  He  ran  to  caU  the  family  doctor,  who  lived  some 
two  blocks  below  on  the  same  street  He  caught  him 
just  as  he  was  getting  mto  the  carty-all  with  his  family, 
bound  for  church. 

Vandover  and  the  physician  rode  back  together  in  the 
caiiy-oll,  the  two  gray  horses  going  up  the  steep  hiU  at  a 
trot.  The  doctor  was  dressed  for  church;  he  wore  red 
gloves  with  thick  white  seams,  a  spray  of  liUes-of-the- 
valley  in  his  lapel. 

.<  '7'°  "'""**  we  can  do  nothing,"  he  said  warningly. 
"It's  your  father's  old  enemy,  I  suppose.    This  was  — 

it  was  sure  to  happen  sooner  or  later.    Any  sudden  shock, 
you  know." 

Vandover  scarcely  listened,  holding  the  door  of  the 
carry-all  open  with  one  hand,  ready  to  jump  out,  beaUng 
the  other  hand  upon  his  knee. 

"Go  back  and  take  the  rest  of  them  to  church  now," 
said  the  doctor  to  his  coachman  when  the  cany-all  stopped 
in  front  of  Vandover's  house. 
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The  whole  hoiue  was  in  the  greatest  agiution  all  the 
rest  of  the  day.  The  curtains  were  drawn,  the  door  beU 
rang  incessantly,  strange  faces  passed  the  windows,  and 
the  noise  of  strange  footsteps  continually  mounted  and 
descended  the  staircase.  The  hours  for  meals  were  aU 
deranged,  the  Uble  stood  ready  aU  day  long,  and  one  ate 
when  tiere  was  a  chance.  The  telephone  was  in  constant 
use.  and  at  every  moment  messenger  boys  came  and  went, 
people  spoke  in  low  tones,  walking  on  tiptoe;  the  florist's 
wagon  drove  to  the  door  again  and  again,  and  the  house 
began  to  smeU  of  tubeAwes.  Reporters  came,  waiting 
patiently  for  interviews,  sitting  on  tiie  leather  chairs  in 
the  dining-room,  or  writing  rapidly  on  a  comer  of  Uie 
dining-table.  the  doUi  pushed  back.  The  undertaker's 
assistants  went  about  in  their  shirt-sleeves,  working  very 
hard,  and  toward  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  the  under- 
taker himself  tied  the  crfipe  to  the  beU  handle. 

Littie  by  littie  a  subdued  excitement  spread  throughout 
Uie  vicinity.  The  neighbours  appeared  at  tixeir  windows, 
looking  down  mto  the  street,  watching  everything  that 
went  on.  It  was  a  veritable  event,  a  matter  of  comment 
and  interest  for  the  whole  block.  Women  found  excuses 
to  caU  on  each  otiier,  talking  over  what  had  happened,  as 
they  sat  near  their  parlour  windows,  shaking  their  heads 
at  each  other,  peering  out  between  the  lace  curtains.  The 
people  on  the  cable-cars  and  the  pedestrians  looked  again 
and  again  at  the  cr6pe  on  the  beU  handle,  and  tiie  cur- 
tained windows,  craning  their  necks  backward  when  they 
had  passed.  The  neighbours'  children  coflected  in  littie 
groups  on  tiie  sidewalk  near  the  house,  looking  and  point- 
ing, drawn  close  togethw,  talking  in  low  tones.     At  last 
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even  •  policeman  appeared,  walking  deliberately,  carting 
the  shadow  of  his  huge  stomach  upon  the  fence  that  was 
about  the  vacant  lot.  He  frowned  upon  the  children, 
ordering  them  away.  But  suddenly  he  discovered  an 
acquaintance,  the  driver  of  an  express-wagon  that  had  just 
driven  up  with  an  enormous  anchor  of  violets.  He  pa  :  ied, 
exclaiming: 

"  Why,  heUo,  Connors!" 
"  Why,  hello,  Mister  Brodhead ! " 

Then  a  long  conversation  was  begun,  the  policeman 
standing  on  the  curbstone,  one  foot  resting  upon  the  hub 
of  a  wheel,  the  expressman  leaning  forward,  his  elbows  on 
his  knees,  twirling  his  whip  between  his  hands.  The  ex- 
pressman told  some  sort  of  story,  pointing  with  his  elbow 
toward  the  house,  but  the  other  was  incredulous,  gravely 
shaking  his  head,  putting  his  chin  in  the  air,  and  closing 
his  eyes. 

Inside  the  house  itself  there  was  a  hushed  and  sub- 
dued bustling  that  centred  about  a  particular  room.  The 
undertaker's  assistants  and  the  barber  called  in  low  voices 
through  the  halls  for  basins  of  water  and  towels.  There 
was  a  search  for  the  Old  Gentleman's  best  clothes  and  his 
clean  linen;  bureau  drawers  were  opened  and  shut,  closet 
doors  softly  closed.  ReUtives  and  friends  caUed  and 
departed  or  stayed  to  help.  A  vague  murmur  arose,  a 
mingled  sound  of  whispers  and  light  footsteps,  the  rustle 
of  silks,  and  the  noise  of  stifled  weeping,  and  then  at  last 
silence,  night,  solitude,  a  single  gas-jet  burning,  and  Van- 
dover  was  left  alone. 

The  suddenness  of  the  thing  had  stunned  and  dizzied 
him,  and  he  had  gone  through  with  all  the  various  a£fairs 
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ol  the  ckjr  wondering  at  hit  cdmneH  and  fortitude. 
Toward  eleven  o'clock,  however,  after  the  luppiened 
excitement  of  the  Ia«t  hours,  aa  he  wai  going  to  bed.  the 
•en«e  of  hia  grief  and  Iom  came  upon  him  all  of  a  ludden, 
with  their  real  force  for  the  fint  time,  and  he  threw  him- 
•elf  upon  the  bed  face  downward,  weeping  and  groaning. 
During  the  re»t  of  the  night  pictures  of  his  father  returned 
to  him  as  he  had  seen  him  upon  different  occasions,  par- 
ticularly three  such  pictures  came  and  went  through  his 
mind. 

In  one  the  Old  GenUeman  stood  in  that  veiy  room, 
with  the  decanter  in  his  hand,  asking  him  kindly  if  he  felt 
veiy  bad;  in  another  he  was  on  the  pier  with  his  hand- 
kerchief tied  to  his  cane,  waving  it  after  Vandover  as 
though  spelling  out  a  signal  to  him  across  the  water.  But 
in  a  third,  he  was  in  the  smoking-room,  fallen  into  the 
leather  chair,  his  arm  resting  on  the  table  and  his  head 
bowed  upon  it. 

After  the  funeral,  which  took  place  from  the  house. 
Vandover  drove  back  alone  in  the  hired  carriage  to  hia 
home.  He  would  have  paid  the  driver,  but  the  other 
told  him  that  the  undertaker  looked  out  for  that.  Van- 
dover watched  him  a  moment  as  he  started  his  horses 
downhill,  the  brake  as  it  scraped  against  the  tire  making 
a  noise  like  the  yelping  of  a  dog.  Then  he  turned  and 
faced  the  house.  It  was  near  four  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon, and  eyeiything  about  the  house  was  very  quiet. 
All  the  curtains  were  down  except  in  one  of  the  rooms  up- 
stairs. TTie  butler  had  abeady  opened  these  windows 
and  was  airing  the  room.  Vandover  could  hear  him  mov- 
ing about,  sweeping  up,  rearranging  the  furniture,  making 
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«p  the  bed  agmin.  In  front  of  him.  between  the  hone- 
block  and  the  front  door,  one  or  two  imiUu  leaves  were 
•till  fallen,  and  a  tuberoae.  already  yeUow.  Behind  him 
m  the  street  he  had  ah«ady  noticed  the  marks  of  the 
wheels  of  the  hearse  where  it  had  backed  up  to  the  curb. 
The  cr«pe  was  stiU  on  the  bell  handle.  Vandover  did 
not  know  whether  it  had  been  forgotten,  or  whether  it  was 
proper  to  leave  it  there  longer.  At  any  rate  he  took  it  off 
and  carried  it  into  the  house  with  him. 

His  father's  hat,  a  stiff  brown  derby  hat.  flat  on  the  top 
hung  a  the  hatrack.  This  had  always  been  a  sign  to 
Vandover  that  his  father  was  at  home.  The  sight  was  so 
familiar,  so  natural,  that  the  same  idea  occurred  to  him 
now  involunUrily,  and  for  an  instant  it  was  as  though  he 
had  dreamed  of  his  father's  death;  he  even  wondered  what 
was  this  terrible  grief  that  had  overwhelmed  him.  and 
thought  that  he  must  go  and  teU  his  father  about  it.  He 
took  the  hat  in  hu  hands,  turning  it  about  tenderly, 
catching  the  faint  odour  of  the  Old  Gentleman's  hair  oU 
that  hung  about  it.  It  all  brought  back  his  father  to  him 
as  no  picture  ever  could;  he  could  almost  >ee  the  kind  old 
face  underneath  the  broad  curl  of  the  brim.  His  grief 
came  over  him  again  keener  than  ever  and  he  put  his 
arms  clumsily  about  the  old  hat.  weeping  and  whispering 
to  himself: 

"Oh,  my  poor,  dear  old  dad  —  I'm  never  going  to  see 
you  again,  never,  never!  Oh,  my  dear.kind  old  governor!" 
He  took  the  hat  up  to  his  room  with  him,  putting  it 
carefully  away.  Then  he  sat  down  before  the  window 
that  overlooked  the  litUe  garden  in  the  rear  of  the  house, 
looking  out  with  eyes  that  saw  nothing. 
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The  following  days  as  they  began  to  pass  were  miserable. 
Vandover  had  never  known  until  now  how  much  he  loved 
his  father,  how  large  a  place  he  had  filled  in  his  hfe.  He 
felt  horribly  alone  now.  and  a  veritable  feminine  weakness 
overcame  him,  a  crying  need  to  be  loved  as  his  father  had 
loved  him,  and  also  to  love  some  one  as  he  himself  had 
loved  his  father.  Worst  of  all,  however,  was  his  loneliness. 
He  could  think  of  no  one  who  cared  in  the  least  for  him; 
the  very  thought  of  Turner  Bavis  oryoung  Haight  wrought 
in  him  an  expression  of  scorn.  He  was  sure  that  he  was 
nothing  to  them,  though  they  were  the  ones  whom  he 
considered  his  best  friends. 

Another  cause  of  misery  was  the  fact  that  his  father's 
death  in  leaving  him  alone  had  also  thrown  him  upon  his 
own  resources.  Now  he  would  have  to  shoulder  respon- 
sibUities  which  hitherto  his  father  had  assumed,  and  de- 
cide questions  which  untU  now  his  father  had  answered. 

However,  he  felt  that  his  father's  death  had  sobered 
him  as  nothing  else,  not  even  Ida's  suicide,  had  done. 
The  time  was  come  at  length  for  him  to  take  life  seriously. 
He  would  settle  down  now  to  work  at  his  art.  He  would 
go  to  Paris  as  his  ither  had  wished,  and  devote  himself 
earnestly  to  painting.  Yes,  the  time  was  come  for  him 
to  steady  himself,  and  give  over  the  vicious  life  into  which 
he  had  been  drifting. 

1«8 
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But  it  was  not  long  before  Vandover  liad  become  accus- 
tomed to  his  father's  death,  and  had  again  rearranged  him- 
self to  suit  the  new  environment  which  it  had  occasioned. 
He  wondered  at  himself  because  of  the  quickness  with 
which  he  had  recovered  from  this  grief,  just  as  before  he 
had  marveUed  at  the  ease  with  which  he  had  forgotten 
Ida's  death.  Could  it  be  true,  then,  that  nothing  aSected 
him  very  deeply?    Was  his  nature  shallow? 

However,  he  was  wrong  in  this  respect;  his  nature  was 
not  shallow.    It  had  merely  become  deteriorated. 

Two  days  after  his  father's  death  Vandover  went  into 
the  Old  Gentleman's  room  to  get  a  certain  high-backed 
chair  which  had  been  moved  there  from  his  own  room  dur- 
ing the  confusion  of  the  funeral,  and  which,  pending  the 
arrival  of  the  trestles,  had  been  used  to  support  the  coffin. 
As  he  was  canying  it  back  his  eye  feU  upon  a  litUe  heap 
of  objects  carefully  set  down  upon  the  bureau.  They  were 
the  contents  of  the  Old  Gentleman's  pockets  that  the 
undertaker  had  removed  when  the  body  was  dressed  for 
burial. 

Vandover  turned  them  over,  sadly  interested  in  them. 
There  was  the  watch,  some  old  business  letters  and  en- 
velopes covered  with  memoranda,  his  fountain-pen,  a 
couple  of  cigars,  a  bank-book,  a  small  amount  of  change, 
his  pen-knife,  and  one  or  two  tablets  of  chewing-gum. 

Vandover  thrust  the  pen  and  the  knife  into  his  own 
pocket.  The  bank-book,  letters,  and  change  he  laid 
away  in  his  father's  desk,  but  the  cigars  and  the  tablets 
of  gum,  together  with  the  crumpled  pocket-handkerchief 
that  he  found  on  another  part  of  the  dressing-case,  he  put 
into  the  Old  Gentleman's  hat,  which  he  had  hidden  on  the 
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top  shdf  <rf  hia  clothes  closet.  The  watch  he  hung  upon  a 
little  brass  thermometer  that  always  stood  on  his  centre 
table.  He  even  wound  up  the  watch  with  the  resolve 
never  to  let  it  run  down  so  long  as  he  should  live. 

The  keys,  however,  disturbed  him,  and  he  kept  changing 
them  from  one  hand  to  the  other,  looking  at  them  very 
thoughtfully.  They  suggested  to  him  the  inquiiy  as  to 
whether  or  no  his  father  had  made  a  will,  and  how  much 
money  he,  Vandover,  could  now  command.  One  of  the 
keys  was  a  long  brass  key.  Vandover  knew  that  this 
unkxJced  a  little  iron  box  that  from  time  out  of  mind  had 
beai  screwed  upon  the  lower  shelf  of  the  clothes  closet  in 
his  father's  room.  It  was  in  this  box  that  the  Old  Gentle- 
man kept  his  ready  money  and  a  few  important  papers. 

For  a  long  time  Vandover  stood  undecided,  changing 
the  kqrs  about  from  one  hand  to  the  other,  hesitating  be- 
fore opening  this  iron  box;  he  could  not  tell  why.  By  and 
by,  however,  he  went  softly  into  his  father's  room,  and 
into  the  clothes  closet  near  the  head  of  the  bed.  Holding 
the  key  toward  the  lock,  he  pc  used  listening;  it  was  im- 
possible to  rid  his  mind  of  the  idea  that  he  was  doing 
something  criminal.  He  shook  himself,  smiling  at  the 
fancy,  assuring  himself  of  the  honesty  of  the  thing,  yet 
opening  the  box  stealthily,  holding  the  key  firmly  in  order 
that  it  might  not  spring  back  with  a  loud  click,  looking 
over  his  shoulder  the  while  and  breathing  short  through 
his  nose. 

The  first  thing  that  he  saw  inside  was  a  loaded  revolver, 
the  sudden  view  of  which  sent  a  little  qualm  through  the 
pit  of  his  stomach.  He  took  it  out  gingerly,  holding  it 
at  arm's  length,  throwing  open  the  cylinder  and  spilling 
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out  the  cartridges  on  the  bed.  veiy  careful  to  let  none  of 
them  fall  on  the  floor  lest  they  should  explode. 

Nert  he  drew  out  the  familiar  littie  canvas  sack  In  it 
were  twenty^loUar  gold-pieces,  the  coin  that  used  to  be 
Good  for  the  Masses."  Behind  that  was  about  thirty 
doUarsm  two  rolls,  and  Ust  of  aU  in  an  old.  oblong  tin 
cracker-box  a  great  bundle  of  papers.  A  Ust  of  these  papers 
was  pasted  on  one  end  of  the  box.  They  comprised 
deeds  tiUes,  insurance  policies,  tax  receipts,  mortgages, 
and  all  the  papers  relating  to  the  property.  Besides  these 
there  was  the  will. 

He  took  OMt  this  box.  laying  it  on  the  shelf  beside  him 
He  was  closing  the  smaU  iron  safe  again  veiy  quietly  when 
all  at  once,  before  he  could  think  of  what  he  was  doing,  he 
ran  his  hand  into  the  mouth  of  the  canvas  sack,  furtively, 
slyly,  snatched  one  of  the  heavy  round  coins,  and  thrust 
It  mto  his  vest  pocket,  looking  aU  about  him,  listening 
intently,  saying  to  himsetf  with  a  nervous  laugh,  "Wdl 
isn't  it  mine  anyway?  " 

In  spite  of  himself  he  could  not  help  feeling  a  joy  in  the 
possession  of  this  money  as  if  of  some  treasure-trove  dug 
up  on  an  abandoned  shore.  He  even  began  to  plan 
vaguely  how  he  should  spend  it. 

However,  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  open  any  of  the 
papers  but  sent  them  instead  to  a  lawyer,  whom  he  knew 
his  father  had  often  consulted.  A  few  days  later  he  re- 
ceived a  typewritten  letter  asking  him  to  call  at  his  earliest 
convemence. 

It  was  at  his  residence  and  not  at  his  office  that  Van- 
dover  saw  the  lawyer,  as  the  latter  was  not  well  at  the 
tmie  and  kept  to  his  bed.    However,  he  was  not  so  sick 


nil- 
'fti 
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but  that  his  doctor  allowed  him  to  transact  at  least  some 
of  his  business.  Vandover  found  him  in  his  room,  a  huge 
apartment,  one  side  entirely  taken  up  by  book-shelves 
filled  with  works  of  fiction.  The  walls  were  covered  with 
rough  stone-blue  paper,  forming  an  admirable  background 
to  small  plaster  casts  of  Assyrian  ban-reliefs  and  large 
photogravm«s  of  Renaissance  portraits.  Underneath 
an  enormous  baize-covered  table  in  the  centre  of  the  room 
were  green  cloth  bags  filled  apparently  with  books,  pad- 
locked tin  chests,  and  green  pasteboard  deed-boxes.  The 
lawyer  was  sitting  up  in  bed,  wearing  his  dressing-gown 
and  occasionally  drinking  hot  water  from  a  glass.  He  was 
a  thin,  small  man,  middle-aged,  with  a  very  round  head 
and  a  small  pointed  beard. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Vandover?"  he  said,  very  pleas- 
antly as  Vandover  passed  by  the  servant  holding  open 
the  door  and  came  in. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Field?"  answered  Vandover, 
shaking  his  hand.    "Well,  I'm  sorry  to  see  you  Uke  this." 

"Yes,"  answered  the  lawyer,  "I'm  —  I  have  trouble 
with  my  digestion  sometimes,  more  annoying  than  dan- 
gerous, I  suppose.  Take  a  chair,  won't  you?  You  can 
find  a  place  for  your  hat  and  coat  right  on  the  table  there. 
Well,"  he  added,  settUng  back  on  the  pillows  and  looking 
at  Vandover  pleasantly,  "I  think  you've  grown  thinner 
since  the  last  time  I  saw  you,  haven't  you?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Vandover  grimly,  "  I  guess  I  have." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  suppose  so,  of  course,"  responded  the 
lawyer  with  a  vague  air  of  apology  and  sympathy.  "You 
have  had  a  trying  time  of  it  lately,  taking  it  by  and  large. 
I  was  tery  painfully  shocked  to  hear  of  your  father's  death. 
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I  had  met  him  at  lunch  hardly  a  week  before;  he  was  a 
far  heartier  man  than  I  wa..  Eat?  You  should  have 
-  "P'^f  d  appetite.  He  spoke  at  length  of  you,  I  re- 
member:  told  me  you  expected  to  go  abroad  soon  to  study 
P-ntmg;  m  fact.  I  believe  he  was  to  go  to  Paris  with  you 
It  w«  very  sad  and  ve^^  sudden.  But  you  know  we've 
-^"^  ^^  ~  ^^  '•*""«  -  ">«"  f"  «""«  time." 

«h!»!f  .  r?  '°*  '"  "  ■"°'""°t'  '•'«  '»^y«  looking 
absently  at  the  foot-board  of  the  bed.  noddi^  his  heaS 
slowly  rom  t.me  to  time,  repeating.  "  Yes.  sir  -  yes.  sir  " 
Sud^nly  he  exclaimed.  "Well -now,  let's  see."  He 
cte^ed  h.s  throat  coming  back  to  himself  again,  and 
continued  m  a  ve^^  businesslike  and  systematic  tone: 

Ihave  looked  overyom-father-spapers.  Mr.  Vandover 
«  you  requested  me  to.  and  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of 

«=ndingforyou  to  let  you  know  exactly  howyou  stand." 

draJJ        I     '.     ■  "'•"  "^^  ^'"^°^"'  ^^^y  ""entive. 
arawmg  up  his  chair. 

the  smaU  table  that  sto«l  at  the  head  of  his  W.  and 
looked  them  over,  adjusting  his  eyeglasses.     "Well  now 
3upPO^  we  take  up  the  ,.al  property  first."  he  continued! 

^c^I  ••        "^r".'"*^'''^  """'"'y  "««  '"^-t-J  -  what 
we  call  unpr  ved  realty.'" 

He  talked  for  something  over  an  hour,  occasionally 
stoppmg  to  answer  a  question  of  Vandover's.  or  interrupt- 
mg  hmiself  to  ask  him  if  he  understood.  At  the  end  it 
amounted  to  this: 

tant  quarters  of  the  city.    Some  twenty-six  houses,  very 


164  VANDOVBR  AND  THE  KtUTE 

cheaply  built,  each,  on  an  average,  rentiiig  for  twenty- 
eight  dollars.  When  all  of  these  were  rented,  the  gross 
monthly  income  was  seven  hundred  and  twenty-eight 
dollars.  At  this  time,  however,  six  were  vacant,  bringing 
down  the  gross  receipts  per  month  to  five  hundred  and 
sixty  dollars.  The  expenses,  which  included  water,  com- 
missions for  collecting,  repairs,  taxes,  interest  on  insurance, 
etc.,  when  expressed  in  the  terms  of  a  monthly  average, 
amounted  to  one  hundred  and  eighty-six  dollars. 

"Well,  now,  let's  see,"  said  Vandover,  figtuing  on  his 
cufiF,  "one  hundred  and  eighty-six  from  five  hundred  and 
sixty  leaves  me  a  net  monthly  income  of  three  hundred 
and  eighty-four  —  no,  seventy-four.  Three  hundred  and 
seventy-four  dollars." 

The  lawyer  shook  his  head  while  he  drank  another  glass 
of  hot  water: 

"You  see,"  he  said,  wiping  his  moustache  in  the  hollow 
of  his  palm,  "you  see,  we  haven't  figured  on  the  mortgages 
yet." 

"  Mortgages?  "  echoed  Vandover. 

"Yes,"  answered  Mr.  Field,  "when  I  spoke  of  expenses 
I  was  basing  them  upon  the  monthly  statements  of  Adams 
&  Brunt,  yom-  father's  agents.  But  they  never  looked 
after  the  mortgages.  Your  father  acted  directly  with  the 
banks  in  that  matter.  I  find  that  there  are  mortgages 
that  cover  the  entire  property,  even  the  homestead. 
They  are  for  6}  and  7  per  cent.  In  some  cases  there  are 
two  mortgages  on  the  same  piece  of  property." 

"WeU,"  said  Vandover. 

"Well,"  answered  the  lawyer,  "the  interest  on  these 
foots  up  to  about  two  hundred  and  ninety  dollars  a  month." 
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Vandover  made  another  harty  calcuktion  on  hi.  cuff 

^^  Why  that  leav^eighty-four  dolla«  a  month,  net." 
Y^.   assentedKdd.     "I  made  it  that,  too." 

«rtu™S[v   T""^?'  used  to  aUow  m,  fifty  a  month." 
returned  Vandover.  "just  for  pocket  monqr." 

X  m  afraid  you  mustn't  expect  anything  like  that  now 
Mr.  Vandover,"  replied  Field.  smZg.    "You  «^  wZ' 

nis  realty,    as  law  busmess  I  consider  to  have  been 

HeoftenmadefayehundreddoUarsamonthatit.    Such 
are  the  figures  his  papers  show.    He  could  make  you  a 

ZT^o^^'^'^  '^^•'  '•''  ^'^  "^^  ^- «« t^r^i; 

"WeU.  but  didn't  he -didn't  he  l^ave  any  money 
SuTouX-"^  '"""''  '^^"  ^•'•^  ^2°-  ^- 
••There  was  Us  bank  account."  answered  the  other 

l^^^t^^  Tv      '^"'^  ""^"^  1-  «ems  to  have 
lived  nglit  up  to  his  income." 

"But  dghty-four  dollars!"  repeated  Vandover-  "whv 

^:  f  ^r  ""  ""^""^  «*-*  wheTrUve  U 
costs  that  much  to  run  it.  the  servants  and  aU" 

sweSlilTu.-^''^'""'''  '^°°'«^«'=-««'unt  book."  an- 
»w^  Field,  takmg  it  up  and  turning  the  leaves.  "One 
hundred  and  seventy-five  doUars  a  month  were  the  ave«^ 
nuuung  expenses."  -ue  average 

"One  hundred  and  eevcUp-fivel"  shouted  V««lov«. 
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feeling  luddenly  as  if  the  ground  wei ;  opening  under  him. 
"Why,  great  heavens!  Mr.  Field,  where  am  I  going  to  get 

—  what  am  I  going  to  da9" 

Mr.  Field  smiled  a  little.  "Well,"  he  said,  "you  must 
make  up  your  mind  to  live  more  modestly." 

"  Modestly?  "  exclaimed  Vandover,  scornfully. 

"  You'll  have  to  rent  the  house  and  take  roonv^ ' ' 

Vandover  gave  a  gasp  of  relief. 

"I  hadn't  thought  of  that,"  he  answered,  subsiding  at 
once.    "How  much  would  it  bring  —  the  house?" 

The  lawyer  hesiUted  as  to  this.  "That  I  could  hardly  tell 
you  definitely,"  he  answered,  shaking  his  head.  "Adams 
&  Brunt  could  give  you  more  exact  figures.  In  fact, 
I  would  suggest  that  you  put  it  into  their  hands.  Cali- 
fornia near  Franklin,  isn't  it?  Yes;  the  neighbourhood 
isn't  what  it  used  to  be,  you  know.  Every  one  wants  to 
live  out  on  Pacific  Heights  now.  Double  house?  Yes, 
well  —  with  the  furniture,  I  suppose  —  oh,  I  don't  know 

—  say,  a  hundred  and  fifty.    But,  you  know,  my  estimate 
is  only  guesswork.    Brunt  is  the  man  you  want  to  see." 

"Well,"  answered  Vandover,  solaced,  "that  makes  — 
two  thirty-four;  that's  more  like  it.  But,"  he  added, 
hastily,  "you  say  the  homestead  is  mortgaged  as  well; 
how  about  the  interest  on  that?  " 

"You  needn't  be  bothered  about  that,"  answered  Mr. 
Field.  "The  interest  on  ihai  mortgage  is  included  in  the 
two  hundred  and  ninety  that  I  spoke  of,  and  the  insurance 
intertet  on  the  homestead  is  included  in  Adams  & 
Brunt's  statement.  That  was  on  the  whole  estate  wiih 
the  homestead,  you  understand?  But  there  is  another 
thing  you  must  look  out  for.    Most  of  the  mortgages  are 
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for«ne y«r.  «.d  eveiy  time  thqr  «e  ,««wed  thew  i.  « 
«peMe  of  between  forty  and  fifty  doUars." 

"  Yes.  I  see,"  amented  Vandover. 

"Now."  resumed  the  lawyer,  "here  is  your  father's 
UiJcacomnt.  Heh«lm theRrstNaUoJtohisS 
totwen  "jne  and  ten  thou«uid  doll«s;  nine  thousand 
■even  hundred  and  nmety.  to  be  exact.  Hi,  professional 
«=count  book  shows  that  there  is  now  due  vXS 
note,  eight  hundred  and  thirty  doUars;  on  the  debit  side 

L°r  ""v   f"  ''"°'*^' ""  «««««»•«•  you »«.  » 

•eventy     Nme  thousand  seven  hundred  and  ninety  1^ 

twenty    AUdearP-hea^Jced.interruptinghim^df.    Van- 
dovernoddedandtheothercontinued- 
"Now.  your  father  left  a  will;  here  it  i,.    I  drew  it  for 

hundred  doUar,  to  *,me  cou,in  in  the  <K,uthem  part  of  the 
state,  and  ,u.  hundred  to  a  few  chariUe,  here  in  the  city 
The  remamder,  seven  thouMnd  five  hundred  and  twenty 

-d  .;  the  rest  of  the  esute  is  left  to  you  with  the  wS. 
that  you  pursue  your  art  studies  abroad.    Brunt,  of 

So  now.  that  u  just  how  you  stand  as  far  as  I  can  see- 
seventy-five  hundred  doUar,  in  ready  mon^  anrif  Te 
supp^  you  rent  the  California  Streethouse,  income  prep! 

^L      If.      *  *°  ^  ^"'•"'*^  ~°«'  ^^^  "«-t  -onth 

aturziit:.""""'^"''^^^-^^'---^- 

During  the  next  two  weeks  Vandover  was  plunged  into 
the  affam,  of  busmess  for  the  first  time  in  hi,  life     It  in- 


i; 
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tererted  uid  unuwd  hJm.  uid  he  felt  a  cerUin  lelf-iinpor- 
Unce  in  handling  Iw^  aunu  of  money,  and  in  figuring 
inteiwt,  rent*,  and  percentagei.  Thwe  days  after  hi* 
interview  with,Mr.  Field  the  sale  of  his  father's  oflke 
effecU  took  place,  and  the  consequent  five  hundred  dollars 
Vandover  turned  over  into  the  hands  of  the  lawyer,  who 
was  already  looking  for  an  investment  for  the  eighty-nine 
hundred.  This  matter  had  given  Vandover  considerable 
anxiety. 

"I  don't  want  anyUung  fancy."  he  said  to  Field.  "No 
big  per  cents,  and  bigger  risks.  If  I've  got  to  live  economi- 
cally I  want  something  W's  secure.  A  good  solid  in- 
vestment, don't  you  know,  with  a  fair  interest;  that's 
what  I'm  looking  for." 

"Yes."  answered  the  lawyer  grimly;  "I've  been  looking 
for  that  myself  ever  since  I  was  your  age." 

They  both  laughed,  and  the  lawyer  added:  "Has  Brunt 
found  a  tenant  for  the  California  Street  house  yet?  No? 
WeU.  perhaps  you  had  better  keep  that  five  hundred  for 
your  running  expenses  until  he  does.  It  will  probably 
take  some  time." 

"All  right,"  answered  Vandover.  "There  were  a  coupks 
of  women  up  to  look  at  the  place  yesterday,  but  they 
wanted  to  use  it  for  a  boarding-house.  I  won't  hear  to 
that.    Brunt  says  they  woujd  ruin  it.  dead  sure." 

"Isupposeyou  arelookingaround,yourseU,forrooms?" 
inquued  Mr.  Field.  "Have  you  found  anything  to  suit 
you? 

"No."  answered  Vandover.  "I  have  not  I  don't  like 
the  idea  of  Hving  in  one  of  the  downtown  hotels,  and  as 
far  as  I  have  looked,  the  uptown  flats  are  rather  steep. 
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H««ver.  I  haven't  gone  .round  very  much  «  yet     I've 

41.    •  1.        .     .  ^^  ^  '**  ">•  City  contractor  hnv. 

the  job  or  give  it  to  Brunf.  num?  "  ^^ 

"Better  let  the  city  people  do  it."  «lvi^  Field 
loSLr  "^  """••  "-*  ^°"  --^'^  P»^  '^^ '-  a 

-ttle  down  in  «..e  ^nif^^^nL  %';':Zrth'° 
middle  of  winter  and  he  had  deUrmined  IH  Z  ^ 

^^n  for.  European  trip.    He  would  wai^^U  S 
summer  before  going  to  Pari« 

ance  and  responsibility.  •••^"j' 

thatsZidT',?.^* '*'*'•"'•    The  idea  of  taking  rooms 
that  should  be  all  his  own  and  that  he  could  fit  up  to  suit 

^tft^t^lr^^'''"^'^-    Already  he  »wZ- 
Sl  !^  "".  '**™^'^  '««*«'°'*'  apartments    fTe 

i^^r  "^^"^  ^"^  """""  PJ^ter  casts  of  Ass^ian 
bas-relu^s   and   photogravures   of   Veksquez   ^^ 
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There  would  be  a  pipe-rack  over  the  mantelpiece,  and  a 
wmdow-seat  with  a  corduroy  cushion  such  33  he  Ldb^ 
in  his  room  m  Matthew's. 

H  !!J*f  "^'^  ^''  ^"^"''^  '*^'''"  ^^'^  "'"led.  and  by 
degrees  tiae  estate  began  to  adjust  itself  to  the  new  g^ov^ 

everything  was  begmmng  to  go  smoothly,  and  the  day 

hJZ  IZZ^:-  """''  '"""""'"^  *°  handover  that 

he  had  invested  his  eighty-nine  hundred  in  registered  U.  S. 

4^r  cents.    They  had  had  several  long  talTconceming 

^U TL""""'^'  *"''  '"  *^*  *'«'  '^'"l  "'"d-ded  that  if 
would  be  better  to  invest  it  in  some  such  fashion  rathe 

Wes  "''  "^  "'  "'•'  '°°'*«'«^^  *^*  -'='«  »■>  the 

During  ^e  first  weeks  of  the  new  year  the  house  on 
Cahfon,,a  Street  was  rented  for  one  hundred  and  twenty! 
five  dollars  to  an  English  gentleman,  the  president  of  a 
fruit  syndicate  m  the  southern  part  of  the  state.    Ther^ 

^W  ttt*^.  '"^;'"^y.  -d  though  the  rent  w^ 
below  that  which  Vandover  had  desired.  Brunt  advised 

tenan^  and  would  probably  stay  in  the  house  a  long  time 
On  the  la^t  evemng  which  he  was  to  spend  in  hfahome 
Vandover  cast  up  his  accounts  and  made  out  a  sch^e 
as  to  his  monthly  mcome. 

Kent  from  realty,  net  average 

Total        .    .  — 

»ts«.oo 

In  amall  iron  aafe 

»170.00 


VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE  m 

Received  from  sale  of  office  effects WOOOO 

Expem«,  outatanding  bill,,  lawyer',  fees,  undertaker',  bm.     **™°*' 
e»peiue«  for  collecting,  etc 

Balance,  January  16th .""isToo 

Then  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders  he  dismissed  the 
whole  burdensome  business  from  his  mind.  Brunt  would 
manage  his  property,  sending  him  regularly  the  monthly 
statement  m  order  to  keep  him  informed.  The  English 
gentleman  of  the  fruit  syndicate  would  add  his  hundred 
and  twenty-five,  and  the  4  per  cents..  faithfuDy  brooding 
over  his  eighty-nine  hundred  in  the  dark  of  the  safety  de! 
positdrawer.  would  bringforth  their  little  quota  of  twenty- 
three  with  absolute  certainty.  Two  thirty-two  a  month 
Yes.  he  was  comfortably  fixed  and  was  free  now  to  do 
exactly  as  he  pleased. 

His  first  object  now  was  to  settle  down  for  the  winter  in 
some  pleasant  rooms.  He  had  decided  that  he  would 
look  for  a  suite  of  three  -  a  bedroom,  studio,  and  sitting- 
room.  The  bedroom  he  was  not  particular  about,  the 
studio  he  hoped  would  have  plenty  of  light  from  the  north, 
but  the  sitting-room  muH  be  sumiy  and  overlook  the 
street,  else  what  would  be  the  use  of  a  window-seat?  As 
to  the  neighbourhood,  he  thought  he  would  prefer  Sutter 
btreet  anywhere  between  Leavenworth  and  PoweU 

In  the  downtown  part  this  street  was  entirely  given 
over  to  business  houses;  in  the  far.  uptown  quarter  it  was 
lined  with  residences;  but  between  these  two  undesirable 
extremes  was  arf  intermediate  district  where  the  residences 
had  given  place  to  flats,  and  the  business  blocks  to  occa- 
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sional  stores  It  was  a  neighbourhood  affected  by  doctors 
dentxsts.  and  reputable  music-teachers;  drug  s  JreTo^u.' 
P.ed  many  of  the  corners,  here  and  there  a  fine  residX 
stm  wuhstood  the  advance  of  business,  the«,  we"" 

xrtir  ""*"""* '-"  -'  -  °-  - - 

The^r."  «"^  ^'^"^'y-  °»*  t°°  ^°^y.  °0t  too  quiet. 
The  street  was  one  of  the  great  arteries  of  travel  between 
the  busmess  .„d  the  residence  portions  of  the  city.3 
.ts  cablcK^ars  were  frequented  by  ladies  going  to  the"r 

maZr  °^/°"!'*°'^"  -*««»«  or  to  and  from  the 
watmfe.  Acquaintances  of  Vandover  were  ahnost  sure 
to  pass  at  every  hour. 

He  took  rooms  temporarily  at  the  Prlace  and  at  once 

rlif  r  «  \°"  ^""''  ^*"**-    He  had  recours3 

agam  to  Brunt,  who  furnished  him  with  a  long  list  of 
vacanc.es  m   that   neighbourhood.    Apartment-lunting 
was  an  agn^able  pastime  to  Vandover,  though  in  the  end 
:t  began  to  bore  him.    Altogether,  he  visited  some  m^t 
or  twenty  suites,  in  each  case  tiying  to  fit  himself  iuto 
he  rooms,  miagining  how  the  window-seat  would  look 
m  such  a  wmdow.  how  the  pipe-rack  would  show  over 
such  a  mantel   just  where  on  such  walls  the  Assyrian 
bas-relref,  could  be  placed  to  the  best  advantage.  Z  if 
h.s  easel  could  receive  enough  steady  light  from  such 
wmdows.     Then  he  a,nrfdered   the  conveniences,   the 
baths,  the  electric  light,  and  the  heat. 
After  a  two  weeks'  search,  he  had  decided  upon  one 

li^l  '"!,*.«=  ^"^  °^  *^"^  ^'"^  ^  tJ""  desired  neighbour- 
hood but  differed  widely  in  other  respect*. 
The  first  was  reasonable  enough  in  thfi  matter  of  rent. 
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ai.d  had  even  been  occupied  by  an  artist  for  some  three 

Po3T'"~    «— -theroomthatValdt^ 
proposed  to  use  as  a  sitting-room  was  smaU  and  had  no 

«bJ.ty.    There  did  not  seem  to  be  any  suitable  placeTr 
^eMsyj^B^ba^-relief.,  and  the  mantelpiece  waTrod- 

'     ^es  front  parlr.r.  a  veritable  horror.    It   revolted 

jhese  defecU  were  offset  by  the  studio,  a  large  and  solen 

tlrZ  r^  ^"•--^  «~"  and  an  eno^rLl  l^t 
light,  the  legendary  studio,  the  dream  of  an  artist   „Ve 
c-ely  such  a  studio  a.  Vandover  had  hopedTtoJd 
occupy  m  the  Quarter.  ^ 

in  T^rilT  "^''  ^"^  ^  »  g^^^t  apartment  house,  a  hotel 
m  fact  but  yeiy  expensive,  with  electric  bulbs  and  bells 

^  sTaU  ?t  ITl"  •"  °"'«*^  *"  "-  -  1^  studio 
TsitTif '  •      '  ''^*  '^"'^"^  '"""  *^-  ^«t-     But 

tte^sittrng™  was  perfect.    It  had  the  sun  aU  day  long 

made  for  a  wmdow-seat;  there  were  admirable.  weU- 

^t^Tr»K   "^^'  '"'""^'^  '•'81''  -d  made  of 
oak,  ma  word,  the  exact  sitting-room  that  Vandover  had 

fortably  and  snugly  as  a  kernel  in  a  nutshell.     It  Z 
true  that  upon  mvestigation  he  found  that  the  grate  h^ 

had  tttt^  T^  ^'"^  '''"=  °P«''-8«'*«  stoves  to  be 
had  that  would  permit  the  fire  to  be  seen  and  that  would 
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look  just  as  cheerful  a.  a  grate.  He  had  even  seen  such 
a  s^ove  .„  the  window  of  a  hardware  store  downtown,  a 
tded  r  ove  with  a  brass  fender  and  with  curious  flamboyant 
ornaments  of  cast-iron  —  a  jewel  of  a  stove. 

For  two  days  Vandover  hesitated  between  these  two 
suites,  undecided  whether  he  should  sacrifice  his  studio 
for  his  sitting-room,  or  his  sitting-room  for  his  studio 
At  length  he  came  to  the  conclusion  tiat  as  he  was  now 
to  be  an  artist  a  good  studio  ought  to  be  the  first  consider- 
ation, and  that  since  he  was  to  settle  down  to  hard 
serious  work  at  last  he  owed  it  to  himself  to  have  a  fitting 
place  m  which  to  paint;  yes.  decidedly  he  would  take 
the  suite  with  the  studia    He  went  to  the  agent,  told 
bua  of  his  decision,  and  put  up  a  deposit  to  secure  the 
rooms. 

-Hie  same  day  upon  which  he  took  this  decided  step 
he  had  occasion  to  pass  by  both  places  in  question  As 
he  approached  the  apartment  house  in  which  the  rejected 
suite  was  situated  it  occurred  to  him  to  tell  the  derk  in 
the  office  that  he  had  decided  against  the  rooms;  he  could 
take  a  last  look  at  them  at  the  same  time. 

He  was  shown  up  to  the  rooms  again.'and  walked  about 
m  the  sitting-room,  asking  the  same  questions  about  the 
heat,  the  plumbing,  and  the  baths.  He  even  went  to  the 
window  and  looked  out  into  the  street.  It  wcu  a  first-rate 
berth  just  the  same,  and  how  joUy  it  t.  ould  be  to  lounge 
m  the  window-seat  of  a  morning,  with  a  paper,  a  cigarette, 
and  a  cup  of  cofifee.  watching  the  people  on  their  way  down- 
town; the  women  going  to  their  shopping  and  morning's 
marketing.  Then  all  at  once  he  remembered  that  at 
most  he  would  only  have  these  rooms  for  five  months,  and 


VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE  175 

reflected  that  if  his  whole  life  wa,  to  be  devoted  to  paii,tin« 

fe™  rl''"*  "''  ^'"^  •"■  '"«•---*  s  X  W 
^rr^l   *^'*"*P'«i«'JlwouIdbedifferent. 
At  that  the  rooms  took  on  a  moi ,  charming  aspect  than 

with  the  flamboyant  ornaments  been  more  desirable 
never  had  a  window-seat  seemed  more  luxuriour^^ 
a  p,pe-«ck  more  delectable,  while  at  the  sam"  tL  Z 

^Iv^Th^"'''  "^'^'Z  ^^  "■■«  ''*"'"°'  P-nt  Jim! 

7.^1  wJT  "T*""^*'""  »«'«'  ^oi-bre.  uncomforUble 

and  forbiddmg  than  ever.    It  was  out  of  the  quesZ    ' 

U^  o    h^g  there;  he  was  angry  with  himself^  w! 

mg  hesitated  so  long.    But  suddenly  he  remembeL  llL 

deposit^he  had  already  made,  it  wL  ten  S^fJor  I 

moment  he  paused,  then  distt,issed  the  matter  C^th  an 

jmpatK=nts^goftheshodders.     "SomSilewol" 

ITlT^V'"'''''-^'"    Hemadeuph^i 

to  ten  tie  r^;?  "T  *'°^^»"-'  ^'^^  on  his  heels. 


CHAPTER  TWELVE 

Vandover  took  formal  possession  of  his  rooms  on  Sutter 
Street  durmg  the  first  few  days  of  Februao^.    For  a  week 

tud:o  filled  mib  a  great  number  of  trunks,  crates,  pack- 
mg  cases,  and  furniture  still  in  its  sacking.  In  the  bed 
room  was  stored  the  furniture  that  had  been  moved  out 
of  the  Mtting-room,  while  t^e  sitting-room  itself  was  given 
oyer  to  the  paperhangers  and  carpenters.  Vandover 
«  appeared  from  time  to  time,  iu.uiring  anxiouX 
a^o  the  amval  of  his  "stuff."  or  sitting  on  a  packing^ 
case,  his  hands  m  his  pockets,  his  hat  pushed  back  and 
a  cigarette  between  his  lips.  ' 

He  had  passed  a  delight/ul  week  selecting  the  wall 

xZZt  '^'!r  1°'  ^^  '"^''  ''"^«  "■'«•  --" ' 

ZT      ^'".uf''  P^°'°^''^"^  of  Renaissance  por- 
traits,  and  the  famous  tiled  stove  with  its  flamboyant 

wuh  the  Enghsh  gentleman  of  the  fruit  syndicate  and  had 

valuable  chiefly  to  himself,  which  he  wished  to  keep.  The 

r£iJ^'  'T  ''^'''"'''  ^  ^-°  --^  «^--- 

f^m  th  r  1 ,  "°'°:'*^  *"°  *^*  -^^^  °^  ^"^  «t-'- 
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one  evening    owaH    he  3    7^  "  ''^  "'''«'•  -«J 

holding  the  twS l:  ;::'sroT  ■"  f  ^'•"^■^'•=^-- 

4^r  JL^:  otrf  -^"^  ^'-  --  or  a  ve, 
ivo.y  white.  A  dark  rL  T  '''''"'^  "«"^'^««  °* 
skin.  Von  the  fl<i:\^„^^,;r-*  -*h  n.g3  and 
-  the  Soar,  hung  a  huge  ^7ot^J^  f  ""^''  '*'^""«  '° 
were  fixed  a  feting  til,""  "*"^'*  '"'^'^^ 
colour  sketch  of  a  NoZl^'  ?":  °^  """""'  »  «"'«  water 

underneathitw^fZlTv  :;trd  J'*'"'"^^^^^ 
corduroy.     To  the  „V),7     !.  ,  ,        '^''*° '^^"ed  with 

breaat^^wlt^^^^^roliv fl,*''^  '^^'^  ^^°<^ 
tops  serving  as  shelves  foTUL^f"  ^T^'  "^"^ 
casts  of  animals  by  Fremilt  anTn  t.         °"««nents. 

femnte  inconnue.  LrTdns  „  ,?rt:  °°»«*«"°'s  lovely 
endar.  and  a  yelW  sSn  '^I  '"*'%''"""  '='*"''•  »  «"'- 
Vandover  kept  T^rlTsh  ^ iUuT  1  f '^  j"  ^'"^^ 
the  huge   blue   blotter  H   sLr  /        T        -"'^ 

leather  lir.^rJ^rin'^tSctTrGT^^''"^ 
died.  In  the  drawer  of  the  desk  y1^  T"  ""'^ 
father's  revolver-  he  n.™  7i.  t  handover  kept  his 
he  had  only  ZttoZZ  S^^^  'T'^^  "'  °^  '«'*« 
find  the  hammer  Od^^ILT^  J^  '  "'^^'^  ^^  ""^d  not 
»°«ner.    Opposite  the  divan.  on  the  other  side 
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of  the  room,  was  the  famous  tiled  stove  with  the  flamboy- 
ant  ornaments;  back  of  this  the  mantel,  and  over  the  man- 
tel a  row  of  twelve  grotesque  heads  in  plaster,  with  a 
space  between  each  for  a  pipe.  To  the  left  in  the  angle 
of  the  room  stood  the  Japanese  screen  in  black  and  gold 
and  close  to  this  a  tea-Uble  oi  bamboo  and  a  piano-lamp 
with  a  great  shade  of  crinkly  red  paper  that  Turner  Ravis 
had  given  to  Vandover  one  Chrstmas.  The  bay  window 
was  filled  by  the  window-seat,  covered  with  corduroy 
like  tl  e  divan  and  heaped  with  cushions,  one  of  them  of 
flammg  yeUow,  the  one  spot  of  vivid  colour  amidst  the 
duU  browns  and  sombre  blues  of  the  room.  A  great 
sideboard  with  decanters  and  glasses  and  chafing-dishes 
faced  the  window  from  the  end  wall.  The  entrance  to 
the  studio  opened  to  the  left  of  it,  which  entrance  Van- 
dover had  hung  with  curtains  of  dust-brown  plush. 

The  casts  of  the  Assyrian  hwi^diefa  were  against  the 
wall  upon  either  side  of  the  window.  There  were  three 
of  them,  two  representing  scenes  from  the  life  of  the  king, 
the  third  the  wounded  lioness  which  Vandover  never 
wearied  of  admiring. 

Upon  the  waU  over  the  mantel  hung  two  veiy  large 
photogravures,  one  of  Rembrandt's  "Night  Watch,"  the 
other  a  portrait  of  Velasquez  representing  a  young  man 
with  a  hunting  spear.  Above  one  of  the  bookcases  was  an 
admirable  reproduction  of  the  "Mona  Lisa";  above  the 
other,  a  carbon  print  of  a  Vandyke,  a  Dutch  lady  in  a  silk 
gown  and  very  high  ruff. 

By  the  side  of  the  "Mona  Lisa, "  however,  was  a  cheap 
brass  rack  stuffed  with  photographs:  actresses  in  tights 
French  quadriUe  dancers,  high  kickers,  and  chorus  girls 
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about  the  r^m     SeT"       Tr'"'"'''"'y""'«'3ed 
graphs  of  VandoVer's  fnvT  ^°"'  ""'^  °'  P''"'"' 
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'.is  better  self  wb»  a»  sluggish  a.  the  brute,  and  U»  desire 
of  art  as  ni.mb  as  his  desire  of  vice.  It  was  not  a  contin- 
ued state  of  inaction  and  idleness  that  could  help  him.  but 
rather  un  acUve  and  energetic  arousing  and  spurring  up 
of  those  better  qualities  in  him  still  dormant  and  inert, 
ihe  fabnc  of  his  nature  was  shaken  and  broken  up  it 
was  true,  but  if  he  left  it  to  itself  there  was  danger  that  it 
would  re-form  upon  the  old  lines. 

And  this  was  precisely  what  Vandover  did.  As  rapidly 
as  ever  his  pliable  character  adapted  itself  to  the  new 
envno,.a,ent:  he  had  nothing  to  do;  there  was  lacking  both 
he  desire  and  necessity  to  keep  him  at  his  easel;  he  neg- 
lected hjs  painting  utterly.  He  never  thought  of  attend- 
wg  the  We-class  at  the  art  school;  long  since  he  had  given 
up  nis  downtown  studio.  He  was  content  to  be  idle,  list- 
less, apathetic,  letting  the  days  bring  whatever  they  chose 
makmg  no  effort  toward  any  fixed  routine,  allowing  hii 
habiU  to  be  formed  by  the  exigencies  of  the  hour 

He  rose  late  and  took  his  breakfast  in  his  room;  after 
breakfast  he  sat  in  his  window-seat,  reading  his  paper, 
smokmg  his  pipe,  drinking  his  coffee,  and  watching  the 
women  on  tieir  way  downtown  to  their  morning's  shop- 
pmg  or  marketing.    Then,  as  the  fancy  moved  him.  he 
read  a  novel,  wrote  a  few  letters,  or  passed  an  hour  in  the 
studio  dabbling  with  some  sketches  for  the  "Last  Enemy  " 
V  eiy  often  he  put  in  the  whole  morning  doing  pen  and  inks 
of  pretty,  smartly  dressed  girls,  after  Gibson's  manner 
which  he  gave  away  afterward  to  his  friends.     In  the  after- 
noon he  read  or  picked  the  banjo  or.  sitting  down  to  the 
little  piano  he  had  rented,  played  over  his  three  pieces, 
the  two  polkas  tnd  the  air  of  the  topical  song.    At  three 
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-lopping  «^;„„^„  *^™«y  and  Market  atreet,. 

company.  ^  ""^  "'"'"' '"'  t°°k  ""cktaU,  i„  their 

JXntiX::;;  ■-  t-r-.- •:;-  ^-w.  death 

•een  Turner  Ravi,  n;,  He^Lt  V         ;    ""  '"^  ""' 
months.  "enrietta  Vance  for  nearly  two 

by  the  hour,  LtTng  it  to^lr  "'~"'  '''^  «Uing.„K.m 
ornament,,  adjurtZthI  7  ^''  ""'"«"<nng  the  smaller 
.^veall,   e„r^^^^^^^^^ 

afterward  with  a  bit  of  I^  t^""'  "!i"'  *  ''  ""°°"' 
-  .uite  an  occurren.lt'^e  l^Z'TZl'^  ^'°"' 
thmg  to  be  looked  forward  to     T^      ■  •  *'^'  *"°*^ 

was  a  positive  event  aTdunH,*  I     """"^  °'  ''"  *°«'«'=«> 

the  task  of  i^eej:    ittoSt:/ -Sr^t^^^^^^ 

with  the  sponae  att«r>,„    »°<i  "Pe  m  the  blue  china  jar. 

bamboo  tea^a^e  tteXr  s:  rwr  ""  ""' 
anxiety  that  was  yet  a  pleasure  '     *"  '  """""« 

ignited  at  the  wt  Itovl'^^e  fo     ^  '"'"'  *"  '* 

*-"-•" ---^-in?th'r?.Z7rtiS 
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■  friUs  in  the  larger  ends  with  a  pair  of  scissors,  and  stacking 
them  afterward  in  a  Chinese  flower  jar  he  had  bought  for 
the  purpose  and  stood  on  top  of  the  bookcases.  The 
lights  were  admirably  made  and  looked  veiy  pretty. 
When  he  had  done  he  counted  them.  He  had  made  two 
hundred  exactly.    What  a  coincidence! 

But  the  stove,  the  famous  tiled  stove  with  flamboyant 
omamenU,  was  the  chiefest  joy  of  Vandover's  new  life. 
He  was  delighted  with  it;  it  was  so  artistic,  so  curious,  it 
kept  the  fire  so  well,  it  looked  so  cheerful  and  inviting;  a 
stove  that  was  the  life  and  soul  of  the  whole  room,'  a 
stove  to  draw  up  to  and  talk  to;  no.  never  was  there 
suchastovo!    There  was  hardly  a  minute  of  the  day  he 
was  not  fussing  with  it,  raking  it  down,  turning  the  dam- 
per off  and  on,  opening  and  shutting  the  door,  filling  it 
with  coal,  putting  the  blower  ca  and  then  taking  it  off 
again,  sweeping  away  the  ashes  with  a  little  brass-handled 
broom,  or  studying  the  pictures  upon  the  tiles:  the  "Pun- 
ishment of  CaUban  and  His  Associates,"  "Romeo  and 
JuUet."  the  "Fall  of  Phaeton."    Heeven  pretended  to  the 
chambermaid  that  he  alone  understood  how  to  manage 
the  stove,  forbidding  her  to  touch  it,  assuring  her  that  it 
had  to  be  coaxed  and  humoured.    Often  late  in  the  even- 
ing as  he  was  going  to  bed  he  would  find  the  fire  in  it 
drowsing;  then  he  would  hustle  it  sharply  to  arouse  it, 
punching  it  with  the  poker,  talking  to  it.  saying:   "Wake 
up  there,  you ! "    And  then  when  the  fire  was  snapping  he 
would  sit  before  it  in  his  bathrobe,  absorbing  its  heat 
luxuriously  and  scretchiug  himself,  as  was  his  custom,  for 
over  an  hour. 
But  very  often  in  the  evening  he  would  have  the  boys. 
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didnotalways!^^eo^w«Ii°"^'Y^  «bbit«,  which 

a-d  drink  ooo^  J^ul^T ;Z^^'^'"""^^ '^ 
^  banjo,  and  together  wSvoun  JhT  '''"^'^  ^'^'^ 
to  Geaiy.  '^"'"  wi">  young  Haight  would  listen 

"Ah,  you  bet,"  this  one  would  sav  "  I'm  ^-  . 
"-y  pile  in  this  town.  I  cTdo  k  If  f""*  *°  "«^« 
court  the  other  n.oming  TJt  1  •^'.  ^°*  "^  *° 
He  had  a  grouch  on.  and  waf^Ilt  TJ**  "r'""" 
ought  to  have  heard  me  ,ou7^  *"i  ^"*  T  .f  ^ou 
J^!    Yes,  sir; you  bet!    D;1V?u  ^  "«''*  ""  *° 

thewayyo„w:n7todl^:S:''''^^fn'^/    '''"'*'' 

.be-fraid.  i«othissilt^;;rbef"f T— r 

".i^w.thBeale;hethinksr„h;trtJ^'-     ^'^-"^^t 

ably'^tr::^'^:^:::^^- h;-''  over  conslder. 
He  lay  abed  late  in  th.  ^  * '"'  ''"'"y*^  «>  «nuch. 
^eets^  b^^rfJ^ISTSri'TT""'-'™ 


if* 
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banjo-playing  seriously,  if  it  could  be  said  that  he  did 
anything  seriously  at  this  time.    He  took  occasional  W 
sons  of  a  Mexican  in  a  room  above  a  wigmaker's  store  on 
Market  Street,  and  learned  to  play  by  note.    For  a  litUe 
time  he  really  applied  himself;  after  he  had  mastered  the 
customaiy  style  of  phiy  he  began  to  affect  the  more  bril- 
hant  and  fancy  performances,  playing  two  banjos  at  once, 
or  puttmg  nickels  under  the  bridge  and  picking  the  strings 
with  a  calling-card  to  imitate  a  mandolin.    He  even  made 
up  some  comical  pieces  that  had  a  great  success  among  the 
boys.    One  of  these  he  caUed  the  "  Pleasing  Pan-HeUenio 
Production";  another  ^as  the  imitation  of  the  "Midway 
Plaisance  Music."  and  a  third  had  for  title  "A  Sailor 
Robbing  a  Ship,"  in  which  he  managed  to  imitate  the 
sounds  of  the  lapping  of  the  water,  the  creaking  of  the 
oarlocks,  the  tramp  of  the  sailor's  feet  upon  the  deck 
the  pistol  shot  that  destroyed  him.  and  -  by  running  up 
the  frets  on  the  bass-string  -  his  dying  groans,  a  finale 
that  never  faUed  to  produce  a  tremendous  effect. 


CHAPTER  THIRTEEN 


a  series  that  the  girls  of  the  Cotton  iT  ^  u  '""  """^  °' 

men  of  the  same^b  vLh  .  !*^  ^^  «^^8  *"  «>« 
J-t.  which  had  o«.„;^  :S  r  "^  "'""'  *"  ""  •'"t  the 
was  sure  of  mlZT^'*" '''""*  Coronado.    He 

and  aU  the'^e  of'^r.t'rtT''?*'  ^""^'  «"-• 
always  .ana J  to  havl  Tl^  o^^'T^Z'"'^ 
very  quiet  since  his  fathp,.'.^   J^J"-'ywme.    He  had  been 

ataU;infact.stc^^rrwl"H    l"'^"''"'^^^"^^ 
coast  he  had  see^  none  !ft,  ""'' '^^  *"P '^"^  the 

dance  and  in  so  doin„  »/  ^^  '^""''^  «"  *"  «"s 

he  knew.  BythtdST  Tf  """^  *"  ""^ -"'''' «>«» 
tomed  to  his  fat^rdith  lS'""'''""^'^^"'--- 
»houldnothavea^tS?  ""  ""  "^"  -'^  he 

one  always  had  a  tuer'tte""\'  '°  ^^  '''°"^'  ^^*«-^= 
Vandover  arrived  at  Henrietta  Vane's  house  at  about 
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half-past  eight.  A  couple  of  workmen  were  stretching 
the  last  guy  ropes  of  the  awning  that  reached  over  the 
sidewalk;  every  window  of  the  house  was  lighted.  The 
front  door  was  opened  for  the  guest  before  he  could  ring 
and  he  passed  up  the  stairs,  catching  a  glimpse  of  the  par- 
lours through  the  portieres  of  the  doors.  As  yet  they  were 
empty  of  guests,  the  floors  were  covered  with  canvas,  and 
t  e  walls  decorated  with  fern  leaves.  In  a  window  recess 
one  of  the  caterer's  men  was  setting  out  two  punch  bowls 
and  a  multitude  of  glass  cups;  three  or  four  musicians  were 
gathered  about  the  piano,  tuning  up,  and  one  heard  the 
subdued  note  of  a  coniet;  the  air  was  heavy  with  the 
smeU  of  pmks  and  of  La  France  roses. 

At  the  turn  of  the  stairs  the  Vances'  second  girl  in  a 
white  lawn  cap  directed  him  to  the  gentlemen's  dressing- 
room,  which  was  the  room  of  Henrietta  Vance's  older 
brother.    About  a  dozen  men  were  here  before  him,  some 
rollmg  up  then-  overcoats  into  balls  and  stowing  them  with 
then-  canes  in  the  comers  of  the  room;  others  laughing  and 
smokmg  together,  and  stiU  others  who  were  either  brush- 
ing theu-  hair  before  the  mirrors  or  sitting  on  the  bed  in 
their  stocking  feel,  breathing  upon  their  patent  leathers, 
warmmg  them  before  putting  them  on.    There  were  one 
or  two  who  knew  no  one  and  who  stood  about  unhap- 
pily, twisting  the  tissue  paper  from  the  buttons  of  their 
new  gloves,  and  looking  stupidly  at  the  pictures  on  the 
waUs  of  the  room.    OccasionaUy  one  of  the  gentlemen 
wodd  step  to  the  door  and  look  out  into  the  hall  to  see  if 
the  ladies  whom  they  were  escorting  were  yet  come  out 
of  their  dressmg-room.  ready  to  go  down. 
On  the  centre  table  stood  three  boxes  of  cigars  and  a 
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:^r ""' '"'"" "' '""  "^  ^  p^  abo^t 

As  Vandover  came  in.  he  nodded  pleasantly  to  such  of 

enS'ro^r  T.'^V''  "''''^^■'  "^  '«-«'  «•«  dead- 
ened roll  of  wheels  m  the  street  outside  the  h«n.rin„    * 

carnage  doors,  and  an  incessant  rustle  of  stlfft^^T* 
cending  the  stairs,    ^roa.  tbe  IsJ^fLlsCl^  "^ 
2  r""^*  -"-»  ^'•atter.  while  tZSTlT 
^'undXt^-dlS^^^^^^ 

i^irSit:;r\"'^''""''«"^'°^^^«Syts 

-JSo^Si^r^rofrrra^nr 
o:titor^-''^^'^*™'----^^i 

"HeUo,  old  man!"    "HeUo.  Van!"    CharliV  r. 
f^r^  '^'  ^"^^'""'^  '"  '•and.  turning  aLt 

rangements  and  engagements  then.    Ah,  you  bet  tT  '* 

get  left  on  any  dance.    That's  tho  w  '        °  * 

•V  "<m«.-e.     1  flat  s  the  way  you  want  to  rustle 


188  VANDOVEB  AND  THE  BRUTE 

Ah,"  he  went  on.  "had  a  bully  sleep  last  night.    I  knew 

I  was  gomg  to  be  out  hite  to-night,  so  I  went  to  bed  at 

Sft?'*  '"'"'  ""  *"'  *^*''"    ^^  ■  *""'  '="*'«*  '»' 
It  was  precisely  at  this  moment  that  Geary  got  his  first 
advancement  in  life.    Mr.  Beale.  Jr..  head  clerk  in  the 
great  firm  of  Beale  &  Story,  came  up  to  him  as  he  was 
orawmg  off  his  Overcoat: 
"How  is  Fischer?"  asked  Geary. 
Beale,  Jr.  pulled  him  over  into  a  comer,  talking  in  a 
low  voice     "He's  even  worse  than  yesterday."  he  an- 
swered.      I  think  we  sHaU  have  to  give  him  a  viication, 
and  that  s  what  I  want  to  speak  to  you  about.    Il  vou 
can  Geary,  I  should  like  to  have  you  take  his  place  for  a 
whJe,  at  least  untU  we  get  through  with  this  contract 
case.    I  don  t  know  about  Fischer.    He's  sick  so  often. 
1  m  afraid  we  may  have  to  let  him  go  altogether." 

Suddenly  the  orchestra  downstairs  broke  out  into  a 
clash  of  harmony  and  then  swung  off  with  the  beat  and 
cadence  of  a  waJtz.  The  dance  was  begimiing;  a  great 
bustle  and  hunying  commenced  about  the  dressiiig 
rooms  and  at  the  head  of  the  stairs;  everybody  went 
down.  In  the  front  parlour  by  the  mantel  Henrietta 
Vance  and  Turner  stood  on  either  side  of  Mrs.  Vance 
receivmg,  shaking  hands,  and  laughing  and  talkii^with 
the  different  guests  who  came  up  singly,  in  couples,  or  in 
noisy  groups. 

No  one  was  dancing  yet.  The  orchestra  stopped  with  a 
flourish  of  the  comet,  and  at  once  a  great  crowding  and 
pushing  began  amidst  a  vast  hum  of  talk.  The  cards 
were  being  fiUed  up.  a  swarm  of  men  gathered  about  each 
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they  ran  aboutt„°'itTu  "  '"t  "  ""^  °*'''''' 
exchange.  ""^^  *  "^''^ '•ke  brokers  in  a  stock 

Geaiy,  however,  walked  about  calml„  .™-i- 
«Uy.  very  good-humoured     P^L  r      /         ""*  "'"'**"'- 
such  a  one  of  the  hu-^^^g  !Z^el  'T'"'''"'^ 

showed  hin,  his  card  SlT^tU  "    '  '°^"  '"'^ 
how's  that?    /  am  all  fivl        T  ,       °^'  ^y"^'  "^' 

the  way  you  want  to  rustle"  i' "^  ^ix  extras.    Thats 

nod'Jran^iSj:  S; -Pf-ve.ywhere  the  girls 
th^rcr^forhlmtLSU^TLS"  "^^"«  "  '''^  ^ 

He'ir::  tTS\tz  r ""-  ^  ^^-'• 

cigar,  unbuttoned  his  vesra„?  sfrr*"^""'  "^"'^  " 
putting  his  feet  upon  aloZ'  The'Ci  7  f ''' 
came  to  him  in  a  nr«l„„    j      ^     ^"*  "um  of  the  dance 

"io.«„T°  ir:^^  "\7*» "~"  "d  h. 

asked  to  see  her  card  h..t  .1.-.  a        l     ,  ''™-    ^e 


iri     i 
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not  dicing  at  all,  that  in  fact  «he  had  to  "receive"  in- 
.tead  of  dance.  It  was  evident  to  Vandover  that  he  had 
done  «,mething  to  displease  her.  and  he  quickly  concluded 
that  It  was  because  he  had  not  asked  her  to  go  with  him 
that  evening. 

He  turned  from  her  to  HenrietU  Vance  as  though  noth^ 
mg  unusual  had  happened,  resolving  to  see  her  later  in 
the  evemng  and  in  the  meanwhile  invent  some  suitable 
excuse.    Hemietta  Vance  did  not  even  see  his  hand- she 
was  a  veiy  jolly  girl,  ordinarily,  and  laughed  aU  the  time 
Now  she  looked  him  squarely  in  the  face  without  so  much 
as  a  smde.  at  once  angi,/  and  surprised;  never  had  any. 
thmg  seemed  so  hateful  and  disagreeable.    Vandover  put 
his  hand  back  into  his  pocket,  tiying  to  cany  it  all  off  with 
a  laugh,  sayuig  in  order  to  make  her  laugh  with  him  as  he 
used  to  do.  "HeUo!  how  do  you  do  this  evening?    It's  « 
pleasant  morning  this  afternoon."     "How  do  you  doi"" 
she  answered  nervously,  refusing  to  laugh.    Then  she 
turned  from  him  abruptly  to  talk  to  young  Haighfs 
uttle  cousm  Hetty. 

Mra.  Vance  was  neither  embarrassed  nor  nervous  as  the 
girls  had  been.  She  stared  cahnly  at  Vandover  and  said 
^th  a  peculiar  smile.  "I  am  surprised  to  see  you  here. 
Mr.  Vandover." 

An  hour  later  the  dance  was  in  fuU  swing.  Almost 
every  number  was  a  waltz  or  a  two-step,  the  music  being 
the  topical  songs  &nd  pbpular  airs  of  the  day  set  to  dance 
music. 

About  half-past  tet  o'clock,  between  two  dances,  the 
comet  sounded  a  trumpet  caU;  the  conversation  ceased  in 
a  moment,  and  Henrietta  Vance's  brother,  standing  by  the 
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Pjjno.  called  out.  "The  next  dance  will  be  the  first  e:ctra  " 
«lding.mmed.atcly.".«^,.    Thed^icaJnlSS. 

^ !n    ^  I      ''"^'"*  "'«"''''y '»  o„e.tw,>three  timr 
Some  of  U.e  couple,  waltzed  fa,t.  whirling  about  le 

eyes  halloaed.  ttei/'^'S  ZZ^'"'''  "^^ 

lirfT^Tl.  t    !'   ,    .  ^-t'-'ued  motion,  the  whirl  of  the 
flowers,  the  cadence  of  the  music,  even  the  physical 

::^ttStSr  ''"^  '■'"'  "-*  -^^'^ '-'  -^  -^^^^  an^le, 
tlet*^"*  f^  ^°°"  """^  ^''"y^  "t*^  the  unhappy  gen- 

n?ia?"r'.*''"'"^*  '^"*''=^'  ""d  -en  reli^on. 
ini  a  t^!  dressmg-room  two  of  the  maids  were  hold- 

«g  a  long  conversation  in  low  tones,  their  heads  together- 


'j   1 
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evidently  It  wa.  concerniiig  wniethmg  dreadful.  They 
contmually  exclaimed  "Oh!"  «,d  "Ah!"  .uddeniy  sitting 
back  from  e«J,  other,  ahaking  their  head.,  and  biUng  their 
netherhp.  0„  the  top  floor  in  the  hall  the  servant,  in 
then-  best  dothe.  leaned  over  the  balustrade,  nudging  each 
other,  talking  m  hoarse  whispers  or  pointing  with  thick 
fingers  swollen  with  dish-water.  Ail  up  and  down  the 
stairs  were  the  couples  who  were  sitting  out  the  dance 
some  of  them  even  upon  the  cux;ular  sofa  in  the  hall 
over  the  first  landing. 

The  music  stopped,  leaving  a  babel  of  talk  in  the  air,  the 
couples  feU  apart  for  an  instant,  but  a  great  clapping  of 
hands  broke  out  and  the  tired  musicians  heroically  recom- 
menced. 

As  soon  as  the  short  encore  was  done  there  was  a  rush 
for  the  lemonade  and  punch  bowls.  The  guests  thronged 
around  them  joking  each  other.  "HeUo!  are  you  here 
agamf"  "Oh.  this  is  dreadful!"  "This  makes  nx 
times  I've  seen  you  here." 

A  smeU  of  coffee  rose  into  the  air  from  the  basement. 
It  was  about  h.*lf-past  eleven;  the  next  dance  was  the  sup- 
per  dance  ana  the  gentlemen  hurried  about  anxiously 
searching  the  stairs,  the  parlours,  and  the  conservatory 
for  the  girls  whohad  promised  them  this  dance  weeks  before 
The  musicians  were  playing  a  march,  and  the  couples 
crowded  down  the  narrow  stairs  in  single  file,  the  ladies 
drawing  off  their  gloves.  The  tired  musicians  stretched 
themselves,  rubbed  their  eyes,  and  began  to  talk  aloud 
in  the  deserted  parlours. 

Supper  was  served  in  the  huge  billiard-room  in  the  base- 
ment and  was  eaten  in  a  storm  of  gayety.    The  same 
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"•bfc  then,  -I,  SZ^ "T^^  ''°^'  «  !»' 

quainted  with  each  other.  gatheS  at  „        ^°'"*  »'=■ 
Elhs  was  one  of  th^.r  n     ^""'"^  "'  "  separate  table. 

Th.oneac.rdin;SrjXrre:t^tZt^^^^^^^^ 

After  supper  the  dancing  began  a^ain     Tl.„  i-»i      „ 
ne»  and  constraint  of  the  earlTnT  f  J  '"  '"'^• 

gone;  by  this  time  nearlje't Wv  "'  ^  .7""*  """ 
nates,  knew  everybody  elseTT^'  T?-  '^^  "'^"*"- 
chan^pagne  had  '^^l'^^  il^^T^^^'Cr  *'"' 
and  they  all  commenced  to  be  very  "ur  Silt  ' 
Virginia  Reel  still  wearini,  tJ.»  J!  •  •  /  ^  '^«"°  » 
gian  bonnets  of  tiss^p^  ""  ""^  ""'  ^'"^■ 

5rrrth:rJS^j-£^ 

as  ever      Vnf  i,:»~  •    i  uruer  was  tne  same 

butTere  wL  ^hT        ''^'  °'  "^"""^  '^"^  "^'^--t. 
mere  was  m  her  manner,  in  the  verv  air  fh.f 

-unded  her.something  elusive  and  subtirThaTj'JJrj; 


Il 
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in  •  tremor.  There  wm  a  duuige  in  hi*  favour;  he  felt 
Uwt  sfic  Uked  to  have  him  with  her  and  that  ihe  wai  try- 
ing  to  have  him  feel  a*  much  in  «ome  mytterioiu  way  of 
her  own.  He  couid  we,  however,  that  <he  wa<  hardly 
conwiou.  of  doing  thU  and  that  the  change  was  more 
apparent  to  his  eyes  than  it  was  to  hets. 

"Must  you  reaUy  go  home  now?"  he  said,  as  Turner 
began  to  talk  of  leaving,  soon  after  supper.  They  had 
been  sitting  out  the  dance  under  a  palm  at  the  angle  of 
the  stairs. 

"Yes,"  answered  Turner;  "Howard  has  the  measles 
«nd  I  promised  to  be  home  early.  Delphine  was  to  come 
for  me  and  she  ought  to  be  here  now." 

"Delphinei-"  exclaimed  young  Haight.  "Didn't  you 
come  with  Van?" 

"No,"  answered  Turner  quietly.  Only  by  her  manner, 
and  by  something  in  the  way  she  said  the  wotd.  Haight 
knew  at  once  that  she  had  broken  definitely  with  Van- 
dover.  The  talk  he  had  had  with  her  at  her  house  came 
back  to  him  on  the  insUnt.  He  hesitated  a  moment  and 
then  asked: 

"There  is  something  wrong?    Has  Van  done  anything 
—  never  mind.  I  don't  mean  that;  it's  no  business  of  mine, 
,  I  suppose.    But  I  know  you  care  for  him.    I'm  sorry 
if " 

But  he  was  not  sony.  Try  as  he  would,  his  heart  was 
leapinfc  in  him  for  joy.  With  Vandover  out  of  the  way.  he 
knew  that  aU  would  be  dififcrent;  Turner  henelf  had  said  so. 

"Oh.  everything  is  wrong."  said  Turner,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes.  "I  have  been  so  disnppointed  in  Van;  oh, 
terribly  disappointed." 
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"I  know;  yet.  I  think  I  know  what 


IM 


you  mean,"  ui- 


■wered  young  ] 

"Oh.pleMe  don't  let',  talk  about  it  at  all."cried  Turner 
But  young  Haight  could  not  stop  now. 

"  I»  Van  really  out  of  the  queation,  then?  "  he  aiked. 

"Oh,  ye.,"  the  exclaimed,  not  Meing  what  he  was  com- 
ing  to.  "Oh.  ye.j  how  could  I  -  how  coiiW  I  care  for 
him  after  —  after  what  ha.  happened?" 

Very  much  embarraued,  young  Haight  went  on-  "I 
know  It',  unfair  to  take  advantage  of  you  now,  but  do 
you  remember  what  you  rei'*  once?  That  if  Vandover 
were  out  of  the  question,  that  •perhaps'  you  might  — 
that  It  would  be -that  there  might  be  a  chnnce  for 
me? 

Turner  wa.  silent  for  a  long  time,  and  then  she  <»id: 
les,  I  remember." 

"  WeU.  how  about  that  nowf"  asked  young  Haight  with 
a  nervous  laugh. 

II  Ah, "  answered  Turner,  "  how  do  I  know  —  so  won  I " 

"But  what  do  you  think.  Turner?"  he  persisted. 

||But  I  haven't  thought  at  all,"  she  returned. 

"WeU,  think  now!"  he  went  on.  "Tell  me  — how 
about  that?" 

"About  icAo/.o" 

"Ah.  you  know  what  I  mean,"  young  Haight  replied, 
f«  -.ng  like  a  litUe  boy,  "about  what  you  said  at  your 
house  that  Sunday  night.  Please  teU  me;  you  don't 
know  how  much  it  means  to  me." 

"Oh,  there's  Delphine  at  the  door! "  suddenly  exdaimed 
lumer  'Now,  really.  I  must  go  down.  She  doesn't 
know  where  to  go;  she's  so  stupid ! " 


i 
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" No,"  he  answered, " not  untU  you  tell  me ! "  He  caught 
her  hand,  refusing  to  let  it  go. 
"Ah,  how  mean  you  are  to  comer  me  so!"  she  cried 

laughing  and  embarrassed.    "  Must  I  —  well 1  know 

I  shouldn't.  0-oh,  I  just  detest  you!"  Young  Haight 
turned  her  hand  palm  upward  and  kissed  the  little  circle 
of  crumpled  flesh  that  showed  where  her  glove  buttoned. 
Then  she  tore  her  hand  away  and  ran  downstairs,  while  he 
followed  more  slowly. 

On  her  way  back  to  the  dressing-room  she  met  him 
again,  crossing  the  hall. 
"Don't  you  want  to  see  me  home?"  she  said. 
"Do  I  want  to?"  shouted  young  Haight. 
"Oh,  but  I  forgot,"  she  cried.    "You  can't.    I  won't 
let  you.     You  have  your  other  dances  engaged ! " 

"Oh,  damn  the  other  dances!"  he  exclaimed,  but  in- 
stead of  being  offended.  Turner  only  smiled. 

Toward  one  o'clock  there  was  a  general  movement  to 
JO.  Henrietta  Vance  and  Mrs.  Vance  were  inquired  for, 
and  the  blue  and  white  opera  cloaks  reappeared,  descend- 
ing the  stairs,  disturbing  the  couples  who  were  seated 
there.  The  banging  of  carriage  doors  and  the  rumble  of 
wheels  recommenced  in  the  street.  The  musicians  played 
a  little  longer.  As  the  party  thinned  out,  there  was  greater 
dance  room  and  a  consequent  greater  pleasure  in  dancing. 
These  last  dances  at  the  end  of  the  evening  were  enjoyed 
more  than  aU  the  others.  But  the  p.-.rty  was  breaking 
up  fast:  Turner  had  already  gone  honx  x^Irs.  Vance  and 
Henrietta  were  back  at  their  places  in  front  of  the  mantel, 
surrounded  by  a  group  of  gentlemen  in  cape-coats  and 
ladies  in  opera  wraps.    Every  one  was  crying  "  Good-bye" 
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or  "Good  night!"  and  assuring  Mrs.  Vance  and  Henrietta 
of  the  enjoyableness  of  the  occasion.    Suddenly  the  musi- 
cans  played  "Home  Sweet  Home."    Those  stiU  dancing 
uttered  an  acclamation  of  regret,  but  continue  waltzing 
to  this  air  the  same  as  ever.    Some  began  to  dance  again 
in  then  overcoats  and  opera  wraps.    Then  at  last  the  tired 
musicians  stopped  and  reached  for  the  cases  of  their  in- 
struments, and  the  remaining  guests,  seized  with  a  sudden 
panic  lest  they  should  be  the  last  to  leave,  fled  to  the  dress- 
lug-rooms.    These  were  in  the  greatest  confusion,  every 
one  was  m  a  hurry ;  in  the  gentlemen's  dressing-room  there 
was  a  great  putting  on  of  coats  and  mufflers  and  a  search- 
ing for  misplaced  gloves,  hats  and  canes     A  base  hum  of 
talk  rose  m  the  air,  bits  and  ends  of  conversation  being 
tossed  back  and  forth  across  the  room.    "You  haven't 
seen  my  hat.  have  you.  Jimmy?"    '  Did  you  meet  that 
girl  I  was  teUmg  you  about?  "    "HeUo,  old  man !  have  a 
good  tune  to-night?"    "Ix>st  your  hat?    No,  I  haven't 
seen  It.         Yes.  about  half-past  ten!"    "Well.  I  told  him 

?wl  f  *',"'^'^-         C<»"«   round   about  four,   then." 
What  s  the  matter  with  coming  home  in  our  carriage?" 
At  the  doors  of  the  dressing-rooms  the  ladies  joined 
their  escorts,  and  a  great  crowd  formed  in  the  halls,  worm- 
ing down  the  stairs  and  out  upon  the  front  steps.     As  the 
first  groups  reached  the  open  air  there  was  a  great  ay- 
Why    ,ts  pouring  rain!"    This   was  taken   up  and 
repeated  and  carried  aU  the  way  back  into  the  house 
Thea-e   were   exclamations   of  dismay   and   amioyance: 
Why,  Its  rammg  right  downV    "What  shall  we  do-" 
Tempers  were  lost,  brothers  and  sisters  quarrelling  wiih 
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each  other  over  the  question  of  umbrellas.  "Ah,"  said 
Geary,  delighted,  peeling  the  cover  from  his  umbrella  in 
the  vestibule,  "I  thought  it  was  going  to  rain  before  I 
left  and  brought  mine  along  with  me.  Ah,  you  bet  I 
always  look  out  for  rain ! "  On  the  horse-block  stood  the 
caUer.  chanting  up  the  carriages  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 
•  The  street  was  full  of  coupes,  carriages,  and  hacks,  the 
raindrops  showing  in  a  golden  blur  as  they  fell  across  the 
streaming  light  of  their  lamps.  The  horses  were  smoking 
and  restless,  and  the  drivers  in  oilskins  and  rubber  blank- 
ets were  wrangling  and  shouting.  At  eveiy  instant  there 
was  a  long  roll  of  wheels  interrupted  by  the  banging  of  the 
doors.  Near  the  caller i  stood  a  useless  policeman,  his 
shield  pinned  on  the  outside  of  his  wet  rubber  coat,  on 
which  the  carriage  lamps  were  momentarily  reflected  in 
long  vertical  streaks. 

In  a  short  time  all  the  guests  were  gone  except  the  one 
young  lady  whose  maid  and  carriage  had  somehow  not 
been  sent.  Henrietta  Vance's  brother  took  this  one  home 
in  a  hired  hack.  Mrs.  Vance  and  Henrietta  sat  down  to 
rest  for  a  moment  in  the  empty  parlours.  The  canvas- 
covered  floors  were  littered  with  leaves  of  smilax  and  La 
France  roses,  with  bite  of  ribbon,  ends  of  lace,  and  dis- 
carded Phrygian  bonnete  of  tissue  paper.  The  butlei 
and  the  second  giri  were  ab«ady  turning  down  the  gas 
in  the  other  rooms. 

Long  before  the  p^irty  broke  up  Vandover  had  gone 
home,  stunned  and  dazed,  as  yet  hardly  able  to  realize 
the  meaning  of  what  had  happened.  Some  strange  and 
dreadful  change  had  taken  place;  things  were  different. 
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people  were  different  to  him;  not  every  one  had  been  so 
outspoken  as  Turner,  Henrietta  Vance  and  her  mother, 
but  even  amongst  others  who  had  talked  to  him  nolitely 
and  courteously  enough,  the  change  was  no  less  apparent 

of  the  shoulder,  a  general  atmosphere  of  aversion  and 

repulsion,  an  unseen  frown,  an  miexpressed  rebuff,  intan- 

?h^     7u\T,  ■"  "'"°*^*»'«'We  as  hi.  own  existence. 

Theworldhehadknownknewhimnowno.onger.    Jtwa, 
ostracism  at  last.  «•  «"w 

J^'  £•  ^^  ^'*"°«  °^*"  ^  '^^  flamboyant 
Stove  broodmg  mto  the  winking  coals,  Vandover  asked 
himself  the  question  in  vain.  He  knew  what  latitude 
young  men  were  allowed  by  society:  he  was  sure  nothing 
short  of  discovered  crime  could  affect  them.  True  enough 
he  had  at  one  tune  allowed  himself  to  drift  into  consid- 
erable  djssipaUon  but  he  was  done  with  that  now.  he  had 
reformed,  he  had  turned  over  a  new  leaf.  Even  at  his 
worst  he  had  only  lived  the  life  of  the  other  young  men 
a«,und  him.  the  other  young  men  who  were  Lived  as 

Z?-  1,T'  "''"^  ""'"«''  P~P''="  ^^-^  ^^  themselves, 
practically  knew  of  what  they  did.  knew  that  they  wer^ 
oft»  drunk,  and  that  they  frequented  the  society  of  aban- 
doned women,  mat  had  he  done  to  merit  this  casting 
off?  What  co«W  he  have  done?  He  even  went  so  far  al 
to  wonder  if  Uiere  was  anything  wrong  about  his  father 
or  his  sudden  death. 

A  litUe  after  one  o'clock  he  heard  Geao^'s  whistle  in 
the  street  outs.de.    "HeUo.  old  man!"  he  cried  as  Van- 

?r' r°.    ^^  "^''°"-    "*  ''^  '■-*  -  -y  W  home 
fron.  the  hoe-down;  saw  a  light  in  your  window  and 
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thought  I'd  caU  you  up.    Say,  have  you  got  anything  wet 
up  there?    I'm  extra  diy." 

"  Yes,"  said  Vandover,  "  come  on  up ! " 
"Did  you  hear  what  Beale  said  to  me  this  evening?" 
said  Geary,  as  he  mixed  himself  a  cocktail  at  the  sideboard. 
"Oh,  I  tell  you,  I'm  getting  right  in,  down  at  that  office. 
Beale  wants  me  to  take  tha  place  of  one  of  the  assistants 
m  the  finn,  a  feUow  who's  got  the  consumption,  coughing 
up  his  lungs  aU  the  time.    It's  an  important  place,  hun- 
dred a  month;  that's  right.    Yes,  sir;  you  bet,  I'm  going 
to  get  in  and  rustle  now  and  make  myself  so  indispensable 
in  that  feUow's  place  that  they  can't  get  along  without  me. 
I'U  crowd  him  right  out^  I  know  it  may  be  selfish,  but, 
damn  it!  that's  what  you  have  to  do  to  get  along.    It's 
human  nature.    I'U  teU  you  right  here  to-night,"  he  ex- 
claimed with  sudden  energy,  clenching  his  fist  and  slowly 
rapping  the  knuckles  on  the  table  to  emphasize  each  word, 
"that  I'll  be  the  head  of  that  firm  some  day,  or  I'll  know 
the  reason  why." 

When  Geary  finally  became  silent,  the  two  looked  into 
the  fire  for  some  time  without  speaking.  At  last  Geary 
said: 

"You  came  home  early  to-night,  didn't  you?" 
"Yes,"  answered  Vandover,  stirring  uneasily.    "Yes, 
I  did." 

^^  There  was  anther  silence.  Then  Geary  said  abruptly : 
"It's  too  bad.     They  are  kind  of  stinky-pinky  to  you." 

"Yes,"  said  Vandover  with  a  grin.  "/  don't  know 
what's  the  matter.     Everybody  seems  nasty ! " 

"It's  that  business  with  Ida  Wade,  you  know,"  replied 
Geary.     "It  got  around  somehow  that  she  killed  herself 
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on  your  account.    Eveiy body  seems  to  be  on  to  it     I 
heard  It  —  oh,  nearly  a  month  ago." 

it?"?;'  '*''*  !'"'*°T  "^'^  "  '•'"^  '•"•«'••  "that's  it,  is 
at    I  was  wondenng. 

dnl'Tt:  *^f' '  ''•"  ""'"''"^   ^"""y-     "You  see  they 
don  t  know  for  sure;  no  one  W,.  but  all  at  once  ever^ 

S  -I  !,  ""^  ""^^  ^°'  •«  ''"^'^«'.  but  laughed 
dumsJy  and  went  on:  "  ,,.u  see,  you  always  have  to  £ 
-fully  careful  in  those  things,  or  you'U  ge[  into  a  Lx 
Ah.  you  bet  I  don't  let  any  girl  /  go  with  know  nty^t 

rtLT-rf'^""'"'"''^'^'*-  !•«  clever  Zu^* 
for  that;  you  have  to  manage  ve,y  carefully;  ah,  you  bei^ 
You  ought  to  have  looked  out  for  that.  oW  m^n  r  ^e 

-.Jt...  know.     Iwouldn't  worry.   ^^- 
Tes,"  aiiswered  Vandover  absently.  "I  guess  so  -  per- 


,u    ^Tu''^"  ''*"'  ^^^'""''^  ^"^  '■»  «>«  «ading-room  of 

he  Mecham..  Library.  lisUessly  turning  over  '^T^t 

o  a  volume  of  fAH.     It  was  Saturday  morning  and  Te 

place  was  fuU  of  ladies  who  were  downtown  for  t^elll 

z  z^r*'""^'  "•'  "^°  ^"^ «"-« -  -«■»  to  ohtre 

their  books  or  to  keep  appointments  with  each  other.    On 
a  sudden  Vandover  saw  Turner  just  passing  into  tte 
Biography  alcove.    He  got  up  and  followed  her.    She 
was  standing  at  the  end  of  the  dim  book-lined  tunnel 
searchmgtheuppershelves.herheadandthroatbentrk 
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and  her  gloved  finger  on  her  lip.  The  faint  odour  of  the 
perfume  she  always  affected  came  to  him  mingled  with 
the  fragrance  of  the  jonquils  at  her  belt  and  the  smell  of 
leather  and  of  books  that  exhaled  from  the  shelves  on 
either  side.  He  did  not  offer  to  take  her  hand,  but  came 
up  slowly,  speaking  in  a  low  voice. 

It  was  the  last  time  that  Vandover  ever  met  Turner 
Ravis.  They  talked  for  upward  of  an  hour,  leaning 
against  the  opposite  book-shelves,  Vandover  with  his 
fists  in  his  pockets,  his  head  bent  down,  and  the  point  of 
his  shoe  tracing  the  pattern  in  the  linoleum  carpet;  Turner, 
her  hands  clasped  in  front  of  her,  looking  him  squarely 
in  the  face,  speaking  calmly  and  frankly. 

"Now,  I  hope  you  see  just  how  it  is,  Van,"  she  said  at 
length.  "What  has  happened  hasn't  made  me  cease  to 
care  for  you,  because  if  I  had  really  cared  for  you  the  way 
I  thought  I  did,  the  way  a  girl  ought  to  care  for  the  man 
she  wants  to  many,  I  would  have  stood  by  you  through 
everything,  no  matter  what  you  did.  I  don't  do  so  now, 
because  I  find  I  don't  care  for  you  as  much  as  I  thought 
I  did.  What  has  happened  has  only  shown  me  that.  I'm 
Sony,  oh,  so  sony  to  be  disappointed  in  you,  but  it's  be- 
cause I  only  think  of  you  aa  being  once  a  very  good  friend 
of  mine,  not  because  I  love  you  as  you  think  I  did.  Once 
—  a  long  time  ago  —  when  we  first  knew  each  other,  then, 
perhaps  —  things  were  different  then.  But  somehow  we 
seem  to  have  grown  away  from  that.  Since  then  we  have 
both  been  mistaken;  ;'ou  thought  I  cared  for  you  in  that 
way,  and  I  thought  so,  too,  and  I  thought  you  cared  for 
me;  but  it  was  only  that  we  were  keeping  up  appearances, 
pretending  to  ourselves  just  for  the  sake  of  old  times. 
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We  don't  love  each  other  now;  you  know  it.    But  I  have 
never  uitenUonaUy  deceived  you  or  tried  to  lead  you  on- 
when  I  told  you  I  cared  for  you  I  really  thought  I  did.    l' 
mewt  to  be  smcere;  I  always  thought  ao  until  this  hap- 
pened, and  then  when  I  saw  how  easily  I  could  let  you  go^ 
t  only  proved  to  me  that  I  did  not  ca«  for  you  as  i 
thought  I  did.    It  was  wrong  of  me.  I  know,  and  I  should 
have  known  my  own  mind  before,  but  I  didn't,  I  didn't 
IZ"^  "•'""t  Dolly  Haight;  but  it  is  not  Dolly  Haighi 
atallwhoha^changedmyaffectionforyou.     IwaibejL 
as  frank  as  I  can  with  you.  Van.     I  may  learn  reali;  to 
love  DoUy  Haight;  I  don't  know.  I  think  perhapTltilt 

buft^ntthatlcareforhim^Wbecauseldon'tcarefo; 
you     Can  t  you  see,  it's  just  a3  if  I  had  never  met  you. 
You  know  rt  s  very  hard  for  me  to  say  this  to  you.  Van. 
and  I  suppose  it's  ah  mixed  up.  but  I  can't  help  it.    You 
don  t  know  how  sorry  I  am.  because  we  have  been  such 
old  fnends  -  because  I  really  did  ca«  for  you  as  a  friend; 
It  s  a  proof  of  .t  that  there  is  no  other  man  in  the  world 
I  could  talk  to  like  this.    I  think,  too.  Van.  that  was  the 
only  way  you  cared  for  me.  just  as  a  good  friend  -  except 
perhaps  at  first,  when  we  fi,.t  knew  each  other.    You 
knowyoi^elfthatisso.    We  really  haven't  loved  each 
other  at  all  for  a  long  time,  and  now  we  have  found  it  out 
brforeitwastooh^te.     Andevenif  everything  we:,  differ- 
ent   Van.  dont  you  know  how  it  is  with  girls?    They 
really  love  the  man  who  loves  them  the  most.    Half  the 
time  they  re  just  in  love  with  being  loved.    That's  the 
vZ  I?'"/ ^'['^ '"^^^o-^days,  and  you  know  yourself. 
Van.  that  Dolly  Haight  really  loves  me  more  than  you  do.'' 
She  gathered  up  her  books  and  went  on  after  a  pause. 
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straightening  up,  ready  to  go :"  If  I  should  let  myself  think 
of  what  you  have  done,  I  feel  —  as  if  —  as  if  —  why, 
dreadful— I  —  that  I  should  hate  you,  loathe  you;  but  I  try 
not  to  do  that.    I  have  been  thinking  it  all  over  since  the 
other  night.    I  shall  always  try  to  think  of  you  at  your 
best;  I  have  tried  to  forget  everything  else,  and  in  for- 
getting it  I  forgive  you.    I  can  honestly  say  that,"  she 
said,  holding  out  her  hand,  "I  forgive  you,  and  you  must 
forgive  me  because  once,  by  deceiving  myself,  I  deceived 
you,  and  made  you  think  that  I  cared  for  you  in  that  way 
when  I  didn't."    As  their  hands  fell  apart  Turner  faced 
him  and  added,  with  tea^s  in  her  eyes:  "You  know  this 
must  be  good-bye  for  good.    You  don't  know  how  it 
hurts  me  to  tell  you.    I  know  it  looks  as  if  I  were  deserting 
you  when  you  were  alone  in  the  world  and  had  most  need 
of  some  one  to  influence  you  for  the  good.    But,  Van, 
won't  you  be  better  now?    Won't  you  break  from  it  all 
and  be  your  own  self  again?    I  have  faith  in  you.    I 
believe  it's  in  you  to  become  a  great  man  and  a  good 
man.    It  isn't  too  late  to  begin  all  over  again.    Just  be 
your  better  self;  live  up  to  the  best  that's  in  you;  if  not 
for  your  own  sake,  then  for  the  sake  of  that  other  girl 
that's  coming  into  your  life  some  time;  that  other  girl 
who  is  good  and  sweet  and  pure,  whom  you  will  really, 
really  love  and  who  will  really,  really  love  you." 

All  the  rest  of  thj^t  month  Vandover  was  wretched. 
So  great  was  his  ^hame  and  humiliation  over  this  fresh 
disaster  that  he  hardly  dared  to  show  himself  out  of  doors. 
His  grief  was  genuine  and  it  was  profound.  Yet  he  took- 
his  punishment  in  the  right  spirit.    He  did  not  blame  any 
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Zn^T  i'Tf'  "  "^  """^  •  '■"»'  "'"bution  for  the 

Irte  S5  ^;eitfT  "^  't"  "'~"  '^'°  '-« 
resolved  t7i«T  ^      *'"'"*•  '°"«  "^t"  he  had 

TTu   .  '  ""''"  "'«*  »P"8''t  life:  but  with  shut 

^t:=t^::d^^-ttr^;^ 

arTS  "'"'^'*  ""  '''^'"^  ""^^l-  »'«'  turned  to  h£ 

and  study  hu  pamtmgs,  five,  ten  years,  and  come  back  aT 

iTm  off'      uT-  "'"'°  ""="  """-^  P-P'«  -ho  had  ca. 
h.m  off  would  be  proud  to  receive  him.     Turner  y^^rX 
|n  s^mg  that  he  had  in  >.im  the  making  of?;rm!n 
He  W  that  .he  was  rigtt;  knew  that  ifhe  oll^av"  he 

h^ w^  M  Hi  '''"•  '""'  "^'^  V'""*--'  the  chLItha 
hewouUbecomeagreatartist.     WeU.  he  would  do  s^  and 

his  feet,  and  there  were  long  articles  in  the  paper  announ. 
.ng  h.s  arrival  these  people  would  throng  Zl^^^^l 

Ld'dte  hV"'^".*''"'^  '•^  """•'^  '«"-  -hat  th  y 
had  done  He  even  dramatized  a  little  scene  between 
himself  and  Turner,  then  Mrs.  Haight.  They  w3d 
both  be  pretty  old  then  and  he  would  take  her  ch^S 
on  h.s  lap  and  look  at  her  over  their  heads  -helo^H 
almost^  those  heads,  white.  sUky  and  verj  soft  "nJ 
he  would  nod  at  her  thoughtful^.  Ld  say.  ^V^J  j  Ce 
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Uken  your  advice,  do  you  remember?"  and  ihe  wai  to 
•nawer,  "Yes,  I  remember."  There  were  actually  lean 
in  his  eyes  as  \    -vn  the  scene. 

At  the  very  first  he  thought  that  he  could  not  live  with- 
out Turner;  thbt  he  loved  her  too  much  to  be  able  to  give 
her  up.  But  in  a  little  while  he  saw  that  this  was  not  so. 
She  was  right,  too,  in  saying  that  he  had  long  since  out- 
lived his  first  sincere  affection  for  her.  He  had  felt  for  a 
long  time  that  he  did  not  love  her  well  enough  to  marry 
her;  that  he  did  not  love  her  as  young  Haight  did,  and  he 
acknowledged  to  himself  that  this  affair  at  least  had  ended 
rightly.  The  two  loved  each  other,  he  could  see  that; 
at  last  he  even  told  him^lf  that  he  would  be  glad  to  see 
Turner  married  to  DoUy  Haight,  who  was  his  best  friend. 
But  for  all  that,  it  came  very  hard  at  first  to  give  up 
Turner  altogether;  never  to  see  her  or  speak  to  her  again. 

As  the  first  impressions  of  the  whole  affair  grew  dull 
and  blunt  by  the  lapse  of  time,  this  humble  peniten- 
tial mood  of  Vandover's  passed  away  and  was  succeeded 
by  a  feeling  of  gloomy  revolt,  a  sullen  rage  at  the  world 
that  had  cast  him  off  only  because  he  had  been  found  out. 
He  thought  it  a  matter  of  self-respect  to  resent  the  insult 
they  had  put  upon  him.  But  little  by  little  he  ceased  to 
regret  his  exile;  the  new  life  was  not  so  bad  as  he  had  at 
first  anticipated,  and  his  relations  with  the  men  whom  he 
knew  best,  Ellis,  Geary,  and  yuimg  Haight,  were  in  nowise 
changed.  He  was  no  longer  invited  anywhere,  and  the 
girls  he  had  known  niver  saw  him  when  he  passed  them 
on  the  street.  It  was  humiliating  enough  at  first,  but  he 
fcot  used  to  it  after  a  while,  and  by  dint  of  thrusting  the 
disagreeable  subject  from  his  thoughts,  by  refusing  to  let 
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the  di.gr«;e  .ink  deep  in  hi.  mind,  by  forgetting  the  whole 
busmej.  „  much  «  he  could,  he  arrived  after  a  time  to  be 
p.»ably  contented.    Hia  pliable  character  h«l  again  re- 
•rranged  Itself  to  suit  the  new  environment 
Along  with  this    however,  came  a  «,„se  of  freedom. 

had  shot  Its  bolt,  it  had  done  its  worst,  there  was  no  lon^ 
ai^thmg  to  restrain  him.  now  he  could  do  anything 

the  cards  for  the  opening  of  the  roadhouse.  the  "resort" 
ou  on  the  Almshouse  drive,  about  which  Toby,  the  waiter 
at  the  Imperial,  had  spoken  to  him 

Vandover  attended  it.  It  was  a  debauch  of  forty-eight 
hours,  the  longest  and  the  worst  he  had  ever  indulgedfn 
For  a  long  fme  the  brute  had  been  numb  and  donaanf 
now  at  last  when  he  woke  he  was  raging,  more  insatiable' 
more  irresistible  than  ever.  """'aoie. 

All  at  once  Vandover  pushed  into  a  career  of  dissipation, 
consumed  with  the  desire  of  vice,  the  perverse,  b  Jd.  and 
m^klessdesireoftL^^ale.  Drunkenness. sensuaUty. ^^^ 
Wing,  debaucheiy.  he  knew  them  all.  He  rubbed  elLws 
w^  h  street  walkers,  with  bookmakers,  with  saloonkeepers, 
^th   the   exploiters   of   lost   women.    The   bartenders 

nien.  the  night  detail,  were  familiar  with  his  facT  the 
dnvers  of  the  nighthawks  recognized  his  figure  by  the 
street  lamps,  paling  in  the  light  of  many  an  early  dawn 
At  one  time  and  another  he  was  associated  with  aU  the 
different  types  of  people  in  the  low  "sporting  set."  ac- 
quamtances  of  an  evening,  whose  nam«  grew  'aint  to 
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hif  recollection  omidat  the  jingle  of  glasses  and  the  pop- 
ping of  corks,  whose  faces  faded  from  his  memory  in  the 
haze  of  tobacco  smoke  and  the  fumes  of  whisky;  young 
men  of  the  city,  rich  without  apparent  means  of  livelihood, 
women  and  girls  "recently  from  the  East"  with  rooms 
over  the  fast  restaurants;  owners  of  trotting  horses, 
actresses  without  engagements,  billiard-markers,  pool- 
sellers  and  the  sons  of  the  proprietors  of  halfway  houses 
and  "  resorts."  With  all  these  Vandover  kept  the  pace  at 
the  Imperial,  at  the  race-track,  at  the  gambling  tables  in 
the  saloons  and  bars  along  Kearney  and  Market  streets, 
and  in  the  disreputable  houses  amid  the  strong  odours  of 
musk  and  the  rustle  of  heavy  silk  dresses.  It  lasted  for  a 
year;  by  the  end  of  that  time  he  had  about  forgotten  his 
determination  to  go  to  Paris  and  had  grown  out  of  touch 
with  his  three  old  friends,  Ellis,  Geary,  and  Haight.  He 
seldom  saw  them  now;  occasionally  he  met  them  in  one 
of  the  little  rooms  of  the  Imperial  over  their  beer  and 
Welsh  rabbits,  but  now  he  always  went  on  to  the  larger 
rooHM  where  one  had  champagne  and  terrapin.  He  felt 
that  he  no  longer  was  one  of  them. 

That  year  the  opera  came  to  San  Francisco,  and  Van- 
dover hired  a  messenger  boy  to  stand  in  line  all  night  at 
the  door  of  the  music  store  where  the  tickets  were  to  be 
sold.  Vandover  could  still  love  music.  In  the  wreckage 
of  all  that  was  good  that  had  been  going  on  in  him  his  love 
for  all  art  was  yet  intact.  It  was  the  strongest  side  of  his 
nature  and  it  would  be  the  last  to  go. 
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'"nl7at::irrl^;„°  t''  "--  *»-  -  no 
on  the  step,  „f  ..^^^^  t  rLrTJl"  ^'"^ 
were  «,«„di„g  „p  behind  the  ch^Xlir  ^T" 
in  -showy  toilet,  and  diamonds  Th/T  ^^  ''"''" 
heavy  with  the  smell  of  ™ro,„t,h\  f  """P'""*  '^'» 
bouquets  and  of  sachet     aLIC!  ""        T  ."'  """"« 

tiersof  watSLfL  theTT  '""t""'  '"'"''^  -''" 
able.  *  •  ""*  ''*'"  °""*  *"'^e  been  unbear- 

enl';L"''thnr''*  '""*''*"'"^  *'>""•«''-* «»« -di. 

"gemer  like  parts  of  a  weU-reguIated  ma- 
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chine;  the  kettle-drums  rolled  sonorously  at  exact  intervals, 
and  now  and  then  one  heard  the  tinkling  of  the  harp  like 
the  pattering  of  raindrops  between  peals  of  thunder. 
The  leader  swayed  from  side  to  side  in  his  place,  beating 
time  with  his  baton,  his  hand,  and  his  head. 

On  the  stage  itself  the  act  was  drawing  to  a  close. 
There  had  just  been  a  duel.  The  baritone  lay  stretched 
upon  the  floor  at  left  centre,  his  sword  fallen  at  some 
paces  from  him.  On  the  left  of  the  scene,  front,  stood  the 
tenor  who  had  killed  him.  singing  in  his  highest  register, 
very  red  in  the  face,  continually  striking  his  hand  upon 
his  breast  and  pointing  with  his  sword  toward  his  fallen 
enemy.  Next  him  on  the  extreme  left  was  his  friend  the 
basso,  m  high  leather  boots,  growling  from  time  to  time 
during  a  sustained  chord,  "Mon  hmneur  et  ma  foi."  In 
the  centre  of  the  stage,  the  soprano,  the  star,  the  prima 
donna  chanted  a  fervid  but  ineffectual  appeal  to  the  tenor 
who  cried,  "Jamais,  jamais!"  striking  his  breast  and 
pointing  with  his  sword.  The  prima  donna  cried, "  Ah,  mon 
Dieu,  ayez  pitiS  de  moi."  Her  confidante,  the  mezzo- 
soprano,  came  to  her  support,  repeating  her  words  with 
an  impersonal  meaning,  "Ayez  pUU  d'elle."  "Mon 
honneur  et  ma  foi,"  growled  the  basso.  The  contralto, 
dressed  as  a  man,  turned  toward  the  audience  on  the 
extreme  right,  bringing  out  her  notes  with  a  wrench  and 
a  twist  of  her  body  and  neck,  and  intonmg,  "Ah,  mal- 
heureusel    Mon  Diev.  ayez  pitie  d'elle." 

The  leader  of  the  chorus,  costumed  as  the  captain  of  the 
watch,  leaned  over  the  dead  baritone  and  sang,  "//  est 
mart,  il  est  mart.  Mon  Dieu,  ayez  pitU  de  lui."  The  sol- 
diers of  the  watch  were  huddled  together  immediately 
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The  ehonas  itself  ^J^^u^Zt^T^^ 
.t  was  «  a  semicircle  at  the  back  of  theTL      th  ' 

on  one  side,  the  women  on  the  o^     ^e^ ^'"''u 
their  gestures  together  and  oh.nf!!      -^^  ^^  "" 

denoust"  ^'e*<mort.     Mm  Duu,  ayez pUii 

"De  Grace/ "  cried  the  prima  donna. 

mafoi."  "'.  growlmg    Mon  honneur  et 

The  orchestra  redoubled     Th*  fi„  i    i. 

pieces  of  the  orchestra.  a?the?oc?:nth^T^  ""  ''' 
menced  over  again  ve.y  loud  "^  ^  ^^'  '^'°- 
for^ard.   and  The  rhvT      u  ^^  "^  ^^  «  «'«? 

-achedacTmaxwhSe"        T  """^  "'"'''■   *^'  '' 

the  attitudes  for  the  closin<.  tTw  '  ?•     '^  "^  '*™'='' 

of  music  sang  all  tl  hT-^      n'^''  *"  °°^  '^^  »>""' 
and  "^  I  J'  anX^-S^rr.^Th'^T; 

rSair  t:;^ -- -  -  -  s-u!:::  atj 

The  curtain  fe7  *°  ''''  *^  °^  ''^  ~«fid»nte. 

There  was  r  roar  of  aoDlauw     tX^      n 
and  stamoed     Pv.r„  ,  ^he  gallery  whistled 


2M 


VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 


and  blazed  up,  and  a  murmur  of  conversation  arose.  The 
footlights  were  lowered  and  the  orchestra  left  their  places 
and  disappeared  underneath  the  stage,  leaving  the  audi- 
ence with  the  conviction  that  they  had  gone  out  after 
beer.  All  over  the  house  one  heard  the  shrill  voices  of 
boys  crying  out,  "Op'ra  books  —  books  for  the  op'ra  — 
words  and  music  for  the  op'ra." 

Throughout  the  boxes  a  great  coming  and  going  took 
place  and  an  interchange  of  visits.  The  gentlemen  out 
in  the  foyer  stood  about  conversing  in  groups  or  walked 
up  and  down  smoking  cigarettes,  often  pausing  in  front 
of  the  big  floral  piece  that  was  to  be  given  to  the  prima 
donna  at  the  end  of  the  great  scene  in  the  fourth  act. 

There  was  a  little  titter  of  an  electric  bell.  The  curtain 
was  about  to  go  up,  and  a  great  rush  for  seats  began.  The 
orchestra  were  coming  back  and  tuning  up.  They  sent 
up  a  prolonged  medley  of  sounds,  little  minor  chirps  and 
cries  from  the  violins,  liquid  runs  and  mellow  gurgles 
from  the  oboes,  flutes,  and  wood-wind  instruments,  and  an 
occasional  deep-toned  purring  from  the  bass  viols.  .\ 
bell  rang  faintly  from  behind  the  wings,  the  house  lights 
sank,  and  the  footlights  blazed  up.  The  leader  tapped  with 
his  baton;  a  great  silence  fell  upon  the  house,  while  here 
and  there  one  heard  an  energetic  "  Ssh !  ssh ! "  The  fourth 
act  was  about  to  begin. 

When  the  curtain  rose  on  the  fourth  act  one  saw  the 
prima  donna  standing  in  a  very  dejected  pose  in  the  midst 
of  a  vast  apartment  that  might  have  been  a  bedchamber, 
a  council  hall,  or  a  hall  of  audience.  She  was  alone.  She 
wore  a  loose  cream-coloured  gown  knotted  about  the 
waist;  her  arms  were  bare,  and  her  hair  imbound  and  flow- 
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ing  loose  over  her  shoulders  to  her  girdle     Sh^™..*    j- 
in  this  act;  it  p„.„u«rf  to  be  harroS  and  IT  ^," 
notes  she  uttered  recurred  a«ai„  1.^1^^,^:^:^';^ 
the  famous  quartet  in  the  "great  scene." 

But  for  all  this,  the  music  had  little  bv  little  t.u 
-^ion  of  Vandover.  and  little  by  htti  hJhi^^ten";;; 
surroundings,  the  stiflin«  air  of  «,»  1,      """'K^w^nn's 

mto  the  narrow  orchestra  chair     AH  ^       """s cramped 

hun  away  mto  a  kind  of  exalted  dream.    The^S 

tamed  chords  breathing  over  the  subdued  orchf st^ 
accompamment,  like  some  sweet  south  wind  p^'t 
long  sighs  oyer  the  pulse  of  a  great  ocean.    It  TZ  o 

P  amts  recurnng  persistently  again  and  again  like  si^hs 

t'T^-  '"\r '  ''"*  "^  -*~-'^'  "J^e -ices  of  reS 
for  the  thmgs  that  were  never  to  be  aaain     O,  ;t 

Pa^os.  a  ioy  in  all  things  good.":  r^len^^e^'s: 

sw^.  so  ivmely  pure  thrt  it  could  not  be  TS  " 

^rds.  so  great  and  so  deep  that  it  found  its  o  J^S^L 

«on  m  tears.    There  came  over  him  a  vague  sTS^f 

those  thmgs  which  «e  too  beautiful  to  be  cTpreJ^e^ 

o  a  nobUity.  a  self-oblivion,  an  immortal  eteZuo^„; 

fandness.  all  goodness,  aH  benignity.^  J  X";:*^' 

To  be  better,  to  be  true  and  right  and  pure,  these  were 


814  VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 

the  only  things  that  were  worth  while,  these  were  the 
things  that  he  seemed  to  feel  in  the  music.  It  was  as  if 
for  the  moment  he  had  become  a  little  child  again,  not 
ashamed  to  be  innocent,  ignorant  of  vice,  still  believing 
in  ail  his  illusions,  still  near  to  the  great  white  gates  of 
life. 

The  appeal  had  been  made  directly  to  what  was  best 
and  strongest  in  Vandover,  and  the  answer  was  quick  and 
overpowering.  All  the  good  that  still  survived  in  him 
leaped  to  life  again  in  an  instant,  clamouring  for  recogni- 
tion, pleading  for  existence.  The  other  Vandover,  the 
better  Vandover,  wrestled  with  the  brute  in  him  once 
more,  never  before  so  strong,  never  so  persistent.  He  had 
not  yet  destroyed  all  that  was  good  in  him;  now  it  had 
turned  in  one  more  revolt,  ciying  out  against  him,  pro- 
testing for  the  last  time  against  its  own  perversion  and 
destruction.  Vandover  felt  that  he  was  at  the  great 
crisis  of  his  life. 

After  all  was  over  he  walked  home  through  the  silent 
streets,  proceeding  slowly,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his 
head  bent  down,  his  mind  very  busy.  Once  in  his  rooms 
he  threw  off  his  things  and,  having  stirred  up  the  drowsing 
fire  in  the  tiled  stove,  sat  down  before  it  in  his  shirt-sleeves, 
the  bosom  of  his  full  dress  shirt  bulging  from  his  vest  and 
faintly  creaking  as  from  time  to  time  he  drew  a  long  breath. 
He  had  been  lured  into  a  mood  where  he  was  himself  at 
his  very  best,  where  the  other  Vandover,  the  better  Van- 
dover, drew  apart  with  «yes  turned  askance,  looking  in- 
ward and  downward  into  the  depths  of  his  own  character, 
shuddering,  terrified.  Far  down  there  in  the  darkest, 
lowest  places  he  had  seen  the  brutti,  squat,  deformedt 
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^^.  grown  to  be  a  monster,  glutted  vS^ 
And  with  the  eyes  of  this  better  self  he  saw  a«ain  nttl. 

Little  by  little  the  brute  h7g^wn   and^e  "T"^'' 

a  sensuous  artist-nature  from  aU  t^t  w      •  t^'"«  °' 
disainreeable  l,»H  »k  »  u-  '^"^  irksome  and 

ot  all  that  was  good,  growing  larger  dav  hv  A.„       ■ 

foster  and  tocultivateall  the  betterpartofWm 

di      !^  !i  •  ?^ ''«°  '*  '^^•"*'*'  '«"^>  h«  had  allowed  to  be 

and  th«»  one  see.  evaporating  under  the  earliest  Uint  S 
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vice  with  a  smile  partly  of  contempt,  partly  of  pity,  partly 
of  genuine  regret. 

Next  it  had  been  his  father.  The  Old  Gentleman  had 
exerted  a  great  influence  over  Vandover;  he  had  never 
forgotten  that  scene  the  morning  after  he  had  told  him  of 
his  measure  of  responsibility  in  Ida  Wade's  suicide,  the 
recovery  from  the  first  shock  of  dazed  bewilderment  and 
then  the  forgiveness,  the  solicitude  and  the  encouragement 
to  begin  over  again,  to  live  it  down  and  to  do  that  which 
was  right  and  good  and  true.  Not  only  had  he  stopped 
his  ears  to  this  voice,  but  also,  something  told  him,  h?  had 
done  much  to  silence  it  forever.  Despite  the  Old  Gentle- 
man's apparent  fortitude  the  blow  must  have  carried 
home.  What  must  he  not  have  suffered  during  those 
long  weeks  while  Vandover  was  away,  what  lonely  brood- 
ings  in  the  empty  house;  and  then  the  news  of  the  wreck, 
the  day  s  of  suspense ! 

It  all  must  have  told;  the  Old  Gentleman  was  not 
strong;  Vandover  could  not  but  feel  that  he  had  hastened 
his  death,  and  that  in  so  doing  he  had  destroyed  another 
influence  which  would  have  cultivated  and  fostered  his 
better  self,  would  have  made  it  strong  against  the  attacks 
of  the  brute. 

The  other  person  who  had  helped  to  bring  out  all  that 
was  bes  t  in  Vandover  had  been  Turner  Ravis.  There  was 
no  denying  that  when  he  had  first  known  her  he  had  loved 
her  sincerely.  Things  were  vastly  different  with  him 
when  Turner  had  been  his  companion;  things  that  were 
unworthy,  that  were  low,  that  were  impure  and  vicious, 
did  not  seem  worth  while  then;  not  only  did  they  have  no 
attraction  for  him,  but  he  even  shunned  and  avoided  them. 
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He  knew  he  was  a  better  man  for  loving  her;  invariablv 
she  made  him  wi«h  to  be  better.  But  little  b;  h""e^t 
frequented  the  society  of  such  girls  as  Ida  Wade   G^ 

the Ta'b-':      ,     ""•  "^  "*"*'°°  ^-  Turner  fad;i  ^ 
un„„  ?  .    ,  ''T°'""'  ""•^  "'^•'"'^y  ^-"t^'nent  grew 
upon  h.m  he  lost  first  the  taste  and  then  the  very  capSy 
fcr  a  calm  pure  feeling.     His  affection  for  her  Z  SS 
away  wuh  fast  girls  and  abandoned  women,  stra^lt 
r„H  H  «7i  T    y^-  »■'■  °f  disreputable  houses,  dragged 
and  defiled  ,t  m  the  wine-lees  of  the  Imperial.    In  the'fS 
he  had  qu.te  destroyed  it.  wilfully,  wantonly  killed  it 
As  Turner  herself  had  said,  she  could  only  be  in  love  wi  h 
bemg  loved;  her  affection  for  him  had  dwindled  asTeU^ 
at  last  they  had  come  to  be  indifferent  to  each  other  2' 

nofongerj^himtobebetter.andthushehais^en 
off  this  good  influence  as  well. 

Public  opinion  had  been  a  great  check  upon  him   the 

fear  of  scandal,  the  desire  to  stand  well  with^e  wo'l'd  he 

knew.     Trivial  though  he  felt  it  to  be.  the  dreadTwhat 

back.    He  had  a  position  to  maintain,  a  reputation  to 
keep  up  m  Uie  parlours  and  at  the  dinner  tables  whei^  Z 

ZuTZt  I'  •"""  "°*  ^  ^•'"-•l  that  society  h^ 
mfluenced  Vandover  for  good.    But  this.  too.  like  all  the 

^ers.  he  had  cast  from  him.    Now  he  wa.  ostracized! 
«»ciety  cared  no  longer  what  he  did.  his  position  was  gone 
his  reputation  was  destroyed.    There  was  no  one  no^ 
to  stand  in  his  way. 

Vandover  could  not  fall  back  on  any  religious  mfluence. 
true  that  he  had  been  baptized,  confirmed,  and  had  gone 
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to  churdi  with  coMiderable  regularity.    If  he  had  been 
«ked  If  he  was  a  Christian  and  believed  in  God  he  would 
have  answered  "Certainly,  certainly."    Until  the  time 
o  hu,  father's  death  he  had  even  said  his  prayers  every 
n.ght   the  h«t  thing  before  turning  out  the  ZS 
upon  the  edge  of  his  bed  in  his  night-gown,  his  head  i' 
both  lus  hands.    He  added  to  the  Lord's  Prayer  certain 
other  petitions  as  to  those  who  were  in  trouble,  sorrow 
poverty,  or  any  other  privations;  he  asked  for  blessings 
upon  his  father  and  upon  himself,  praying  for  the  former's 
health  and  prosperity,  and  for  himself,  that  he  might  be- 
come a  great  artist,  that  the  "Last  Enemy"  might  be 
admitted  to  the  Salon  when  he  had  painted  it.  and  that 
>t  might  make  hmi  famous.    But.  as  a  rule.  Vandover 

d  d.  toW  himself  that  he  was  too  intelligent  to  believe  in  a 
hterd  heaven,  a  literal  heU.  and  a  personal  God  personally 
interfering  m  human  affairs  like  any  Jove  or  Odin     But 
the  moment  he  rejected  a  concrete  religion  Vandover  was 
almost  helpless.    He  was  not  mystic  enough  to  find  any 
meanmg  m  signs  or  symbols,  nor  philosophic  enough  to 
grasp  vague  and  immense  abstractions.    Infinities.  Pres- 
ence. Forces,  could  not  help  him  withstand  temptation 
could  not  strengthen  him  against  the  brute.    He  felt  that 
somewhere,  some  time,  there  was  punishment  for  evildo- 
mg,  but,  js  happened  in  the  case  of  Ida  Wade's  death,  to 
dwell  on  such  thoughts  disturbed  ajid  terrified  him     He 
did  not  dare  to  look  long  in  that  direction.    Conscience 
7TT:  r^**"'*'  "^  ^^  had  been  keen  enough  at 
first  but  he  had  so  persistently  kicked  against  the  pricks 
that  bttle  by  httle  he  had  ceased  to  feel  them  at  aU 


VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE  8io 

Then  an  immense  and  overwhi>lmi..»  * 

Wm.    Wa,  there  noth4Tl^l^l*'"rr'«^"P<'" 

oould  lay  hold  of  to  «"!  h,W    n  ^°*      '  "^''^  ^' 

not  deliver  himJtf  L  J!  "'  '"'"'  """t »",  couW 

not  help  hiir^  wLT  r  u"""-  ^««^-  -"Id 
he  might  hav;tt  „lt^\t'''«--*-«ed  the  «ir, 
breath  blighted  th»  '  .^^  *''«  '^'"■W.  and  at  a  single 
It  was  ^The  hi  ente'relT"?  ?"^*^  °'  '^  ^"'^  ^o^- 
to  some  vast  laSrintl  ^  ""  """  ^  ""^  '^"'^ ««  «- 

from  him  onl  by  rn:lTh^S:'r  T'^''-  '^^""^ 
have  led  him  agl  to  *  1  ^  '  "'  **""  ""«'•' 
deeper  until   S  1"  T,^^  "'*'  ^"'"^  •'°^»  ^^P^'  ""d 

u.e?resenJ;^rb::rht,r2■its^ruJ"'^'^^^^^ 

.ng  growl,  had  at  last  seen  iU:f^o:lTZlTr 
passage   dimlv  anr?  in  „  j    i    V    7  '"e  end  of  a 

atart.SbacClXXtuff:"'^'  *''"^^'  '"  "^^ 
-arching  with  franfic  hlt"d  ^TeLrint^"'"; 
thosedueshehadsocarelesslycastirrh  *°"^°^°°^  °f 
without  suchg„idancehe:ouSi'3r°'*^"' 
to  that  fatal  central  place  where  the  b^tS  iu  ll'^'"" 

There  was  nothing,  nothing     H<.    i      i 
toward  which  he  was  hu^;       •.        "'""'^  ^'''^  ^^^^  ^"t^ 

those  dreadful  moments  that  men  "      J  "'"'  °^ 

that  must  be  met  alone  aZd  thTf  T  """^  ""'*"'«» 
the  memory  for  all  Z'p  ,  ^'°  P"'*'  '^'"''*°  i" 
springs  and'whLfoft  a"  jLTt^;  d"^  T  "''^ 
often  lest  the  reason  brought  to  ^.^     T.°°*  """"^ 

f--uidg™wdi..a:teX?t:airr::^;i-re 


«0  VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 

But  .uddenly  Vandover  ««,  to  hi.  feet,  the  tear, 

^tT  I  J-l.T"'.""''  "'*'•  "  '°"«  ''«*»'•  he  exclaimed: 
Thank  God  for  .t!"    He  grew  calmer  in  a  moment,  the 

He  had  remembered  his  art,  turning  to  it  in.  tinctively 
«he  always  did  when  greatly  moved.  This  wa.  the  one 
good  thmg  that  yet  survived.  It  was  the  strongest  side 
of  him;  It  would  be  the  last  to  go;  he  felt  it  there  yet  It 
was  the  one  thing  that  could  save  him.  ' 

The  thought  had  come  to  him  so  suddenly  and  with 

of  mmd  U  filled  h,m  with  a  vague  sense  of  awe.  ;i  eemed 
hke  a  manrfestation.  a  writing  on  the  wall.  Might  it  not 
be  some  sort  of  miracle?  He  had  heard  of  men  reforming 
their  hves.  transformed  almost  in  an  instant,  and  h-< 
^ffed  at  the  idea.  But  might  it  not  be  true,  after  all.' 
Wha  was  th.s  wonderful  thing  that  had  happened  to  him.' 
Was  this  less  strange  than  a  miracle?    Less  divine? 

The  following  day  Vandover  rented  a  studio.  It  was 
the  loty  room  with  hardwood  floors  and  the  immense 
north  light  in  that  suite  which  he  had  rejected  when  look- 
ing for  rooms  on  the  former  occasion.  He  gave  notice  to 
*  Z\T  .'  "P"""«°t  »'°"«e  where  his  quarters  were 
situated  that  he  intended  to  vacate  after  the  first  of  the 
month  Charming  as  he  had  found  these  rooms,  he  gave 
up.  with  scarcely  a  regret,  the  idea  of  living  in  them  any 
longer.    In  a  month  it  would  be  summer  and  he  would  be 


on  his 


way  to  Paris. 


But  so  great  was  his  desire  for  work  now,  so  cage, 
he  to  start  the  "Last  Enemy,"  so  strong  was  the 


so  eager  was 


new 
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energy  that  ,hook  him.  that  Vandover  could  not  wait  until 

zzr  ^r ""'  "«"'"•  "•  '^'<^  -CC 

now  that  l£ept  him  away  from  his  easel 
He  disappeared  from  the  sight  of  his  ordinary  compan- 

Ha.ght     All  the  ,fcetches  he  had  made  for  the  "  W 

S  ™f '    'r '•"-''>  »>-  --'  -d  his  disused  palest: 
has  colour-box  tubes,  brushes  and  all  the  other  Ztetil 
and  tools  for  h,s  work,  he  caused  to  be  transferml  to  f  h« 
new  studio.     Besides  this  he  had  the  sf^rchef  ^^'de  b^ 
tw.n  canva.,  on  a  frame  four  feet  long,  two  and  a  hal  S 
t?  «      t'l  ""  '"'  ''"' '"'«"  "^'"^^  °'  the  picture      Zl 

orn!:^li;;;rrt^^^^^^^^ 

"^  '^"s  too  serious,  too  much 
m  earnes  now  to  think  of  that.  The  studio  wa  not"  £ 
h^s  loungmg  place  but  his  workshop.    His  art  was  wort 

that  he  needed  to  set  him  right  again,  regular  work  steldv 

zizr' ""'  '"""""*''  ^""^^  '^  anait'e„;;t 

tent  with  making  pretty  things. 
Never  in  his  life  had  Vandover  been  so  happy.    He 

^d  his  art  dealers,  tramping  grandly  about  the  cUy 
whisthng  to  himself,  strong,  elated,  filled  with  ene'gy' 
vigour,  ambition.  At  times  his  mfhd  was  full  of  thank* 
fulness  at  this  deliverance  at  the  eleventh  hour,  at  t£ 

was  busy  with  the  details  of  the  picture,  its  compos  t'n 
Us  colour  scheme.  The  main  effects  he  wanted  to  produ^ 
were  isolation  and  intense  heat,  the  shadows  on  th^ld 
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would  be  blue,  the  horixon  line  high  on  the  canvaa.  the 
•ky  would  be  light  in  tone,  almost  white  near  the  earth. 

The  morning  when  he  first  began  to  work  was  charming. 
His  new  studio  was  in  the  top  floor  of  a  fivc-stoiy  building, 
and  on  arriving  there,  breathless  from  his  long  climb  up 
the  stairs,  Vandover  threw  open  the  window  and  gazed 
out  and  down  upon  the  city  spread  out  below  him,  en- 
joying .he  view  a  moment  before  settling  to  his  work. 

A  little  later  the  trades  would  be  blowing  strong  and 
brisk  from  the  ocean,  driving  steadily  through  the  Golden 
Gate,  filling  the  city  with  a  taint  of  salt;  but  at  present  the 
air  was  calm,  touched  with  a  certain  nimbleness,  a  spark- 
ling eflfervescence,  invigourating,  exhilarating. 

It  was  early  in  the  forenoon,  not  yet  past  nine  o'clock, 
and  the  mist  that  gathers  over  the  city  just  before  dawn 
was  steaming  off  under  the  sun,  very  thin  and  delicate, 
turning  all  distant  objects  a  flat  tone  of  pale  blue.  Over 
the  roofs  of  the  houses  he  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
distant  mountains,  faint  purple  masses  against  the  pale 
edge  of  the  sky,  rimming  the  horizon  round  with  a  fillet 
of  delicate  colour.  But  any  larger  view  was  barred  by  a 
huge  frame  house  with  a  slated  mansard  roof,  directly 
opposite  him  across  the  street,  a  residence  house,  one  of 
the  few  in  the  neighbourhood.  It  had  been  newly  painted 
white  and  showed  brave  and  gay  against  the  dark  blue  of 
the  sky  and  the  ruddy  greens  of  the  great  garden  in  which 
it  stood.  Vandover  from  his  window  could  from  time 
to  time  catch  the  smell  of  eucalyptus  trees  coming  to 
him  in  long  aromatic  breaths  mingled  with  the  odour  of 
wet  grass  and  fresh  paint.  Somewhere  he  heard  a  hum- 
ming-bird singing,  a  tiny  tweedling  thread  of  song,  while 
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/•rther  off  two  rooster,  were  crowing  bwk  a>d  forth  .f 
e.d.otherwith.tr.inedandr.ucou.t™^^''^  " 
Vandover  turned  back  to  his  work     VnA^  ♦!.    i. 

J^By  God!  it  is  in  n.^,  .jke  this  that  ch^f  <roeuvre.  .r. 
Around  the  baseboard   of   the  room   were  a  mw  „f 

ZT/r  *"; ''''''""  °"  -»"  '-"CtrercL: 

large  brushes,  almost  unintelligible  to  any  one  but  Van 

them  to  the  ease,  above  the  big  stretcher  where  he  Zd 
have  them  continually  in  his  eye.  He  lit  his  pipe.  Sfed 
up  h,s  sh.rt-sleeves.  and  standing  befo..  the  eLTwan 
to  sharpen  a  stick  of  charcoal  with  an  old  razor.  ^Zl 

t^oJ^'-    T.';^'' "''""t-i"' a  deep  breath  of  sat'v 
Cof  hilptSr""'^"'^  ^  ^'  ^'  '-«^  --^<^o^ 

It  was  one  o'clock  before  he  knew  it.    He  went  down 
town  and  had  a  hasty  lunch.  Jealous  of  every  mrittrTt' 
ZZtTl "°  ''"^  "'f ""•     The  sight  of  it  as  he t 
Se'  Z"^  ""*  f;?^'^ »"  --  J'-:  he  was  succ^ed- 

He^t    LttuTd'S.^^^^^ 

dn  „.^        V  ^  ^^"  ^""^  tJ'at  now  he  should 

do  good  work;  eveiy  stage  of  the  picture's  prog^s  wt 
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an  inspiration  for  the  next  one.  At  this  time  the  figures 
had  only  been  "placed,"  broadly  sketched  in  large  lines, 
*'  blocked  in "  as  he  called  it.  The  next  step  was  the  sec- 
ond drawing,  much  more  finished. 

He  rapped  the  stretcher  sharply  with  his  knuckles;  it 
responded  sonorously  like  a  drumhead,  the  vibration 
shaking  the  charcoal  from  the  tracings,  filling  the  air 
with  a  fine  dust.  The  outUnes  grew  faint,  just  perceptible 
enough  to  guide  him  in  the  second  more  detailed  drawing. 

He  brought  his  stick  of  charcoal  to  a  very  fine  edge  and 
set  to  work  carefully.  In  a  moment  he  stopped  and,  with 
his  chamois  cloth,  dusted  out  what  he  had  drawn.  He 
had  made  a  false  start,  he  began  but  could  not  recall  how 
the  lines  should  run,  his  fingers  were  willing  enough;  in  his 
imagination  he  saw  just  how  the  outlines  should  be,  but 
somehow  he  could  not  make  his  hand  interpret  what  was 
in  his  head.  Some  third  medium  through  which  the  one 
used  to  act  upon  the  other  was  sluggish,  dull;  worse  than 
that,  it  seemed  to  be  absent.  "WeU,"  he  muttered, 
"can't  I  make  this  come  out  right?"  Then  he  tried  more 
carefully.  His  imagination  saw  the  picture  clearer,  his 
hand  moved  with  more  assurance,  but  the  two  seemed  to 
act  independently  of  each  other.  The  forms  he  made 
on  the  canvas  were  no  adequate  reflection  of  those  in  his 
brain;  some  third  delicate  and  subtle  faculty  that  coBrdi- 
nated  the  other  two  and  that  called  forth  a  sure  and  instant 
response  to  the  dictates  of  his  mind,  was  lacking.  The 
lines  on  his  canvas  were  those  of  a  child  just  learning  to 
draw;  one  saw  for  what  they  were  intended,  but  they 
were  crude,  they  had  no  life,  no  meaning.  The  veiy 
thing  that  would  have  made  them  intelligible,  interpretive. 
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that  would  have  aade  them  art.  was  absent.    A  third 
a  fourth,  and  a  fifth  time  Vandover  made  the  attempt' 

hand  lacked  cunning  on  account  of  long  disuse-  Teh  a 

■  -7;r'''*^.f'~\"''''»^«^^'--'-ppenedt;'^^^^^ 

a  good  artist  might  abandon  his  work  for  five  years 

laid  .t  down  with  no  loss  of  technical  skill.    No,  this  thin^ 
se^medmo^^btle. subtle  that  at  fii^t  he  coi^^ 
gra^p  1  .    But  suddenly  a  great  fear  came  upon  him,  a 

which  he  beheved  he  had  forever  escaped 

f^  v^tl,         ^'  •       ''"'*  °°'  P"^^'"^  •••«  hand  over  his 

face  with  a  reassuring  smUe;  "steady,  old  man.  this  won't 

do.  agam-and  so  soon!    It  won't  do  for  you  to  get 

,    -ared  twice  like  that.     This  is  Just  nervousness,  you  f^ 

SCSwoS^'^"  "^^'^  ^^ -"-' ^^ -^ 

reZlT"^''  *™'  ^"  ''"''^  ""*  '^'■"^  ^'  '^'^  ^one  and 
recommenced,   concentrating  all   his  attention   with   a 

tremendous  effort  of  the  will.    Grotesaue  anH  n,».„      i 
sham.,   tl,»  ~    I  ■  .         "Moresque  and  meaningless 

shapes,  the  mocking  cancatures  of  those  he  saw  in  his 
fancy,  grew  under  his  cha.^.  while  slowly,  slowl  a 
queer  numb  feeling  came  in  his  head,  like  a^rist^tg 
and  the  touch  of  that  unreasoning  terror  returned  thfs 
time  stronger,  more  persistent,  more  tenacious  than  before 
Vandover  nerved  himself  against  it.  not  daring  to  "ve 
^.  fearing  to  allow  himself  to  see  what  this  rea%  mefnT 

•us  head,  the  fingers  dancing.     "Hum!"  he  muttered. 
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looking  vaguely  about  him,  "this  is  bad.  I  mustn't  let 
Ous  get  the  better  of  me  now.  I'U  knock  off  for  to^y. 
take  a  htUe  rest,  begin  again  to-morrow." 

In  ten  minutes  he  was  back  at  his  easel  again.  His 
charcoal  wandered,  tracing  empty  lines  on  his  canvas,  the 
strange  numbness  grew  again  in  his  head.  All  the  objects 
in  the  range  of  his  eyes  seemed  to  move  back  and  stand 

on  the  same  plane.    He  became  a  litUe  dizzy. 
"It's  the  tobacco."  he  exclaimed.     "That  pipe  always 

was  too  strong."    He  turned  away  to  the  open  window. 

feehng  an  irresistible  need  of  distraction,  of  amusement 

and  he  remained  there  it^sting  on  his  elbows,  listenmg  and 

lookmg.  trying  to  be  interested. 

It  was  toward  the  middle  of  the  afternoon.    The  mom- 
ing  mist  was  long  since  evaporated  and  the  first  faint  puffs 
of  the  mevitable  trade  wind  were  just  stirring  the  leaver, 
of  the  eucalyptus  across  the  street.    In  the  music-room  of 
the  white  house  the  young  kdy  of  the  family  had  opened 
the  piano  and  was  practising  finger-exercises.    The  scales 
and  arpeggios  following  one  another  without  interruption 
came  to  his  ears  in  a  pleasant  monotone.    A  Chinese 
boy    ma  sUff  blouse  of  white  linen,  made  a  great  splash- 
ing as  he  washed  down  the  front  steps  with  a  bucket  of 
water  and  the  garden  hose.    Grocery  and  delivery  wagons 
came  and  went,  rattling  over  the  cobbles  and  car-tracks 
while  occasionaUy  a  whistle  blew  very  far  off.    At  the 
comer  of  the  street  by  a  livery-.,  table  a  little  boy  in  a  flat- 
topped  leather  cap  was  caUing  incessantly  for  some  unseen 
dog,  whistling  and  slapping  his  knees.    An  express-wagon 
stopped  a  few  doors  below  the  white  house  and  the  drive. 
pulled  down  the  back-board  with  a  strident  rattle  of 
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street,  startil  ^  *f  *"r'^*^*""•dl«^  "P  and  down  the 

note.  All  the«,  sounds  pS  LV'""*^  ^'»«'"* 
muffled  roar  that  seemed  t  J  *  ,  ^  """^  ^*  ^t^'dy 
once;  it  was  that  d^"™T:  '""  ""  '>"'"*-  "* 

J^alwa.sdisenga^eXTf^I^rlfhSirf^f'^" 
ta«w.  from  oceans,  from  forests  fmn,  1      •  '"°""- 

The  desi«  for  moveme^  fo^^    ^^"'*''™••'^• 
«.at  w„^d  keep  him  fr  rL^Lgtro^t^r  "^."^-^ 
Vandover  caught  up  his  hat  and  Se^Z^  ♦^      '*'"*'^- 
daring  to  look  again  at  the  enlT  «  ""^  "°"'  ""* 

to  walk.  anywS^"  :;^;Ttfo°'r"''^^ ''«•-«- 
8reatstrides,hisheadintheair  '  *""'*  °"  '^"^ 

He  found  Charlie  Gearv  and  t^ti,  •     . 
dover  talked  continua^„^^'"f''°-PI--    Van- 
very  rapid!,.    Intheevelgh^titrL'^''^"^ 
to  the  theatre  with  him.    He  i^  h!^ ,     ^  ^'"« 
to  the  play,  letting  it  ,^       u  •  ''^°^^  attention 

Vandover  began  to  ^^Ig^^ '^l'^  ""^  T"  ''«''*' 
that  night.  He  overrod!  V  ^-  •  "  "^  '*  ^  "oms 
taking^old  S  r^'»;'rl'"'"''"'^'-P*-«him, 

a.ittlesurpH.da:i:rmarr,r:2  "^Th  ^"  ^'^- 
tain  law  papers  he  h«rl  t.i,     "r^"^-    There  were  cer- 

office  that':E^it,s:rit  r  "*'  "^  '""^  *"'' 

«=tum  in  the  mominT  Ah        T  ""^^'^  ^e  should 

rightinthenecSd\a^iS,'^\t*'  '"'"'''  '^^  '» 
the  first  thing  when  tie  offiL  w  ""^'  depositions 


ll 
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place  now  for  a  year.  Fischer  had  never  come  back,  and 
he  had  the  promise  of  being  taken  on  as  head  clerk  as 
soon  as  Beale  Jr.  went  into  the  partnership  with  old 
Beale.  "  I'll  make  my  way  in  this  town  yet,"  he  declared. 
"I'll  be  in  that  partnership  myself  some  day.  You  see; 
yes,  sir;  ah,  you  bet ! " 

The  idea  of  passing  the  night  alone  terrified  Vandover. 
He  started  toward  home,  walking  up  Sutter  Street,  pro- 
ceeding slowly,  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  All  at  once  he 
stopped,  without  knowing  why;  he  roused  himself  and 
looked  about  him.  There  was  a  smell  of  eucalyptus  in 
the  air.  Across  the  strieet  was  the  huge  white  house,  and 
he  found  that  he  had  stopped  just  before  the  door  of  the 
buildmg  on  the  top  floor  of  which  his  studio  was  situated. 
All  day  Vandover's  mind  had  been  in  the  greatest  agita- 
tion, his  ideas  leaping  and  darting  hither  and  thither  like 
terrified  birds  in  a  cage.  Just  now  he  underwent  a  sudden 
reaction.  It  had  all  been  a  matter  of  fancy,  nothing  but 
nervousness;  he  had  not  drawn  for  some  time,  his  hand 
lacked  cunning  from  long  disuse.  The  desire  for  work 
came  upon  him  again  overpoweringly.  He  wanted  to 
see  again  if  he  could  not  draw  just  as  truly  and  freely  as 
in  the  old  days.  No,  he  could  not  wait  till  morning;  he 
must  put  himself  to  the  test  again  at  once,  at  the  very 
instant.  It  was  a  sudden  feminine  caprice,  induced,  no 
doubt,  by  the  exalted,  strained,  and  unnatural  condition 
of  his  nerves,  a  caprice  that  could  not  be  reasoned  with, 
that  could  not  be  withstood.  He  had  his  keys  with  him, 
he  opened  the  outside  door  and  groped  his  way  up  the  four 
long  flights  of  stairs  to  his  studio. 

The  studio  was  full  of  a  sombre  half-light,  like  a  fog. 
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V«»d«,g  downward  from  the  gi^at  north  r  ...  • 
sloping  roof.  The  window  waHwi  jS  *^*  "  "•" 
stretcher  showed  a  pale  grryr/v  T  "^''^  ^^^ 
to  light  the  ga.  wh^  hf  cwi  Jrlr:. ""  "'"■'* 
wised  above  his  head  Ih  ^T^  JT  '  ^'  """  '^^ 
at  the  result  of  his  day ^  U  °u  k"""  *°  '°<"^ 
"tart  in  afresh  from  the  be<ri!°j  I,''"'^''  ^  '^««  to 
skin  on  the  tray  ofXeilK\KS'''''"'"^*''«'-l««»oi3 

onthecanvas.%henheli;^egt       °'^*^*''^'^-«« 

-or^s^i^-rtirrrn^.^^"^^ 

to  himself.  " Just^het^^  ^  1    "*"'  ^*  *""'''  ««=''^ed 
this  afternoon."  ^''  *•"'  «""  "^  ''•^""^  experience 

.ras^'-tiTrr^r  tr  --  -^ 
^:not^TretrirL^^^^^^^^^ 

were  no  longer  his  own;  t W^ere L  '7«^"»«-'  "^ey 
abortions.  It  was  as  if  th!  k  ?  f^'«8«'«°8«.  grotesque 
«oio«s  witch.  ha^^arolltayThe't^rf  ^^°""'  ^- 
•nind.  putting  in  their  place  iese  17  ?""«  °'  '^^ 
own  hideous  spawn  deformed  dwarfs,  its 

caI^"t^LtaS:;r^  ^'<^^  that  gradually 
clearly:  It  was  ine-£"r'""*'''"'"'»'««^-8 
that  could  save  hhn     Th.f   f  ''^  *°°''  *^"  °"«  thing 

tji-gsof  hislife.trhad?e^t'.;^  V«."'7""'='  ^-^^ 

those  year,  of  debauchery  it  SlieH  iT\*""*  **"""« 

something,  delicate  as  a  flowe^^htf 'f     '"''"''  '''"^'^"^ 

nower,  he  had  ruined  it.    Little 
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by  little  it  had  exhaled  away,  wilting  in  the  air  of  unie-^ 
strained  debauches,  perishing  in  the  warm  musk-laden 
atmosphere  of  disreputable  houses,  defiled  by  the  breath 
of  abandoned  women,  trampled  into  the  spilt  wine-lees  of 
the  Imperial,  dragged  all  fouled  and  polluted  through  the 
lowest  mire  of  the  great  city's  vice. 

For  a  moment  Vandover  felt  as  though  he  was  losing 
his  hold  upon  his  reason;  the  return  of  the  hysteria  shook 
him  like  a  diy,  light  leaf.  He  suddenly  had  a  sensation 
that  the  room  was  too  small  to  hold  him;  he  ran,  almost 
reeled,  to  the  open  window,  drawing  his  breath  deep  and 
fast,  inhaling  the  cool  night  air,  rolling  his  eyes  wildly. 

It  was  night.  He  looked  out  into  a  vast  blue-gray  space 
sown  with  points  of  light,  winking  lamps,  and  steady  slow- 
burning  stars.  Below  him  was  the  sleeping  city.  All 
the  lesser  staccato  noises  of  the  day  had  long  since  died  to 
silence;  there  only  remained  that  prolonged  and  sullen 
diapason,  coming  from  all  quarters  at  once.  It  was  like 
the  breathing  of  some  infinitely  great  monster,  alive  and 
palpitating,  the  sistole  and  diastole  of  some  gigantic  heart. 
The  whole  existence  of  the  great  slumbering  city  passed 
upward  there  before  him  through  the  still  night  air  in  one 
long  wave  of  sound. 

It  was  Life,  the  murmur  of  the  great,  mysterious  force 
that  spun  the  wheds  of  Nature  and  that  sent  it  onward 
like  some  enormous  engine,  resistless,  relentless;  an  engine 
that  sped  straight  ^rward,  driving  before  it  the  infinite 
herd  of  humanity,  driving  it  on  at  breathless  speed  through 
all  eternity,  driving  it  no  one  knew  whither,  crushing  out 
inexorably  all  those  who  lagged  behind  the  herd  and  who 
fell  from  exhaustion,  grinding  them  to  dust  beneath  its 
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^rtrffron  wheel.,  riding  over  them,  rtffl  driving  on 
the  tod  tl«t  yet  renmined.  driving  it  recklesdy.  wLly 
^  «d  on  tow«d  «,me  far-distant  goal.  ^Z^'J^ 

^Z^t^T^-^--  '-^^  •--« '-- 


CHAPTER  FIFTEEN 


About  a  week  later  Hiram  Wade,  Ida's  fathrr,  brought 
suit  against  Vandover  to  recover  twenty-five  thousand 
dollars,  claiming  that  his  daughter  had  killed  herself  be- 
cause she  had  been  ruined  by  him  and  that  he  alone  was 
responsible  for  her  suicidc!. 

Vandover  had  passed  this  week  in  an  agony  of  grief  over 
the  loss  of  his  art,  a  grief  that  seemed  even  sharper  than 
that  which  he  had  felt  over  the  death  of  his  father.  For 
this  last  calamity  was  like  the  death  of  a  child  of  his,  some 
dear,  sweet  child,  that  might  have  been  his  companion 
throughout  all  his  life.  At  times  it  seemed  to  him  impos- 
sible that  his  art  should  fail  him  in  this  manner,  and  again 
and  again  he  would  put  himself  at  his  easel,  only  to  ex- 
perience afresh  the  return  of  the  numbness  in  his  brain, 
the  impotency  of  his  fingers. 

He  had  begun  little  by  little  to  pick  up  the  come  of  his 
life  once  more,  and  on  a  certain  Wednesday  morning  was 
looking  listlessly  through  the  morning  paper  as  he  sat  in 
his  window-seat.  The  room  was  delightful,  flooded  with 
the  morning  sun,  the  Assyrian  bas-reUefg  just  touched 
with  a  ruddy  light,  the  Renaissance  portraits  looking 
down  at  him  through  a  fine  golden  haze;  a  little  fire,  just 
enough  to  blunt  the  keenness  of  the  early  morning  air, 
snapping  in  the  famous  tiled  and  flamboyant  stove.  All 
about  the  room  was  a  pleasant  fragrance  of  coffee  and 
good  tobacco. 

SS2 
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J^r.  "•"?*  '^^  "^  *^'  announcement  of  the  .uit 
wiUi  a  Bidden  sharp  intake  of  breath  that  was  half  ga«, 
half  cy.  st.rt.ng  up  from  the  window-seat,  reading; 
over  agau  and  again  with  staring  eyes.  ^^ 

It  was  a  veor  diort  paragraph,  not  more  than  a  dozen 
hnes  lost  at  the  bottom  of  a  column,  among  the  cheap 
advertisemenu.    It  made  no  allusion  to  any  former  stagj 

l^X  T'uT  '*"  *°'"  "'  '^«''*  ^^'  killed  ie^etf 
on^y  the  day  before  It  seemed  hardly  more  than  a  notice 
that  some  enterprumg  reporter,  burrowing  in  the  records 
at  the  Cty  HaU,  had  ^.earthed  and  brought  to  Ught  with 
the  Idea  that  it  might  be  of  possible  interest  to  a  few 
readersofthepaper.  But  there  was  his  name  staring  back 
at  h,nj  from  out  the  gray  blur  of  the  type,  like  somereflec- 
bonofhimselfseeninamirror.  Insignificant  as  the  para- 
graph was.  ,t  seemed  to  Vandover  es  though  it  was  the  only 
M^mm  the  whole  paper.  One  might  as  well  have  trum- 
peted  his  crime  through  the  streets. 

"But  twenty-five  thousand  dollars!"  excUumed  Van- 
dov.r.  terrified^  "  Where  wiU/ find  twenty-five  thousand 
doUars?  Anda  oncehefeU towonderingas towhether 
or  no  m  default  of  payment  he  could  be  sent  to  the  peni- 
tentiiaiy.  The  idea  of  winning  the  suit  did  not  enter  his 
mind  an  instant ;  he  did  not  even  dream  of  fighting  it 

For  the  moment  it  was  like  fire  driving  out  fire.  He 
forgot  the  loss  of  his  art.  his  mind  fiUed  only  with  the 
«>nse  of  the  hst  disaster.  What  could  he  do?  Twenty- 
five  thousand  doUars!    It  would  ruin  him.    A  cry  of 

exasperation,  of  rage  at  his  own  folly,  escaped  him.     "Ah 
what  a  fool  I've  been!"  ' 

\For  an  hour  he  raged  to  and  fro  in  the  delightful  sunht 
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loom,  pacing  back  and  forth  in  iu  longest  dimennon  be- 
tween the  bamboo  tea-Uble  and  the  low  bookcase,  a 
thousand  different  plans  and  projects  coming  and  going 
in  his  head.  As  his  wits  steadied  themselves  he  began  to 
see  that  he  must  consult  at  once  with  some  lawyer  — 
Field,  of  course  — perhaps  something  could  be  done;  a 
clever  lawyer  might  make  out  a  case  for  him  after  all. 
But  all  at  once  he  became  convinced  that  Field  would  not 
underUke  his  defence;  he  knew  he  had  no  case;  so  what 
could  Field  do  for  him?  He  would  have  to  tell  him  the 
truth,  and  he  saw  with  absolute  clearness  that  the  lawyer 
would  refuse  to  try  to  defend  him.  The  thing  could  not 
honourably  be  done.  But,  then,  what  ihould  he  do?  He 
must  have  legal  ad\  ice  from  some  quarter. 

He  was  still  in  this  state  of  perplexity  when  Charlie 
Geary  arrived,  pounding  on  the  door  and  opening  it  im- 
mediately afterward  as  was  his  custom. 

"Hello!"  said  Vandover,  surprised.  "Hello,  Charlie! 
is  that  you?" 

"Say,"  exclaimed  Geary  without  returning  his  greeting, 
holding  up  his  hand  as  if  to  interrupt  him;  "say,  have  you 
seen  your  lawyer  yet  —  seen  any  lawyer?  " 

"No,"  answered  Vandover,  shaking  his  head  gravely; 
"no,  I've  only  this  minute  read  about  it  in  the  paper." 
He  was  glad  that  Geaiy  had  come;  at  once  he  ft  a  desire 
to  throw  this  burden  upon  his  chum's  shoulders,  to  let 
him  assume  the  management  of  the  affair,  just  as  in  the 
old  college  days  he  had  willingly,  weakly,  submitted  to  the 
dictatorship  of  the  shrewder,  stronger  man  who  smoothed 
out  his  diflScultiej  for  him,  and  extricated  him  from  all  his 
scrapes.    He  knew  Gearj'  to  be  full  of  energy  and  resource. 
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Mrf  he  l«d  confidence  in  hi.  .bility  «  .  U^yer.  even 

^  t     "".'"/"T '-  y-"  -d  experience     iJZ 
th«.  he  w«  h«  fnend,  hi,  college  chum;  for  aU  Gewy', 

"You're  the  one  man  of  all  others  I  wanted  to  «e."  he 
excjumed  a«  he  gripped  his  hand.  "By  George!  I'm 
glad  you  have  come.    Here,  sit  down  and  let's  talk  this 

Z7v  ?*"yi~''**  •''8 '^'ther  chair  behind  the  desk. 
«.d  V«,dover  flung  himself  again  upon  the  window-sealL 
It  was  as  rf  the  two  were  back  in  the  room  in  Matthew's; 
hundreds  of  times  in  those  days  they  had  occupied  pre- 
cwely  these  positions,  Geary  bending  over  at  the  study 
table  mtent  nervous,  very  keen.  Vandover  lounging  idly 
upon  the  wmdow-seat.  resting  easily  on  his  elbow  listening 
totheothermansadvice. 
"Now.  what  must  I  do.  Charlie?"  Vandover  began. 

rr'J'L  '^"'  '  ""PP***^  ^"*  ^°  yw  think  a  lawyer 
bkeFidd  would  take  my  case?  You  know  I  haven't  a  leg 
to  stand  on.  * 

"But  you  haven't  seen  him?"  inquired  Geary  sharply. 

Haveri  t  seen  anybody  about  it?"    Vandover  shook  his 
head.       Sure?  "  insisted  Geary  anxiously. 

"Why.  I  have  only  just  heard  about  it  twenty  minutes 
ago.  protested  Vandover.  "Why  are  you  so  particular 
about  thatP'^he  added.  Then  Geary  exploded  his  mine. 
Because,  he  said,  with  a  smile  of  triumph  that  he 
could  not  restrain,  "because  we  are  the  counsel  for  the 
other  side.    lamonthecaro." 

Vandover  bounded  from  the  window-seat  speechless 
with  astonishment,  bitterly  disappointed.     "Youf"  he 
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■hoaUd.  Gcaiy  slowly  nodded  hia  head,  enjoying  Van- 
doyer's  bewilderment.  Vandover  dropped  back  upon  the 
ciuhiona  again,  staring  at  him  wildly  with  growing  sus- 
picion and  anger.  He  would  not  have  thought  it  possible 
that  Geary  could  so  sacrifice  their  old  friendship  to  his 
own  personal  interest.  The  two  continued  staring  at  each 
other  across  the  table  for  a  moment.  In  the  silence  they 
heard  the  long  rumble  of  a  cable-car  passmg  the  house, 
and  the  persistent  jangling  of  its  bell  as  it  approached  the 
street  crossing.  A  groceiy  wagon  went  up  the  side  street, 
the  horses'  hoofs  making  a  cadenced  clapping  sound  upon 
the  asphalt. 

"Well,"  exclaimed  Vandover  scornfully,  "I  suppose 
that's  business,  but  /  would  call  it  damned  unkind ! " 

"Now,  look  here,  old  man,"  returned  Geary  consolingly. 
"Don't  you  take  the  monkey-wrench  o£f  the  safety  valve 
like  that.  What  am  I  here  for  if  it  isn't  to  help  you? 
Maybe  you  don't  know  that  this  is  a  mighty  unprofessional 
thing  to  do.  Ah,  you  bet,  if  old  Beale  knew  this  I  would 
get  it  right  in  the  neck.  Don't  you  suppose  I  can  help  you 
more  as  Wade's  lawyer  than  I  could  as  yours?  And  now 
that's  the  very  first  thing  I've  got  to  tell  you  —  to  keep 
this  dark,  thit  I  have  seen  you.  I  can't  do  anything  for 
you  if  you  don't  promise  that." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  returned  Vandover,  reassured. 
"That's  all  right,  you  can " 

"It's  not  considered  the  right  thing  to  do,"  Geary  con- 
tinued, not  heeding  Vandover's  answer,  "but  I  just  do  it 
because"  —  he  began  to  make  awkward  gestures  with 
both  his  hands  —  "because  we're  old  friends,  like  that. 
That  was  the  very  first  thing  I  thought  of  when  Beale  Jr. 
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told  me  tlut  we  two  had  the  cmie  —  that  I  could  get  you 
out  ol  thia  hole  better  m  IVade's  lawyer  than  aa  your  own. 
Ah,  you  bet,  I  was  clever  enough  to  lee  that  the  first 
thing." 

"I'm  sure  it  was  awfully  good  of  you,  old  man,"  said 
Vandover  sincerely.  "  I'm  in  a  lot  of  trouble  nowadays ! " 
"Well,  now  don't  you  bother,  Van,"  answered  Geary 
consolingly.  "I  guess  we  can  pull  you  out  of  this  all 
right."  He  drew  up  to  the  table,  looking  about  from  side 
to  side.  "Got  any  writing  paper  concealed  about  the 
premises?"  he  asked.  Vandover  pushed  him  over  his 
writing  pad,  and  Geary,  taking  the  cap  from  his  fountain 
pen,  began  asking  a  series  of  questions,  taking  down  his 
answers  in  shorthand.  After  he  had  asked  him  as  to  his 
age,  length  of  residence  in  the  city,  his  property,  and  some 
few  other  technical  matters,  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair 
and  said: 

"Now,  let's  hear  your  side  of  the  story.  Van.  I  don't 
suppose  you  like  to  go  over  the  thing  again,  but  you  see  I 
ought  to  know."  Vandover  told  of  the  affair,  Geary 
making  notes  as  he  went  along.  It  was  nearly  noon  be- 
fore their  interview  was  at  an  end.  Then  Geaiy  gathered 
up  the  papers  and  reached  for  his  hat  and  stick,  saying : 

"WeU,  now,  that's  all  we  can  do  to-day.  I  think  I'll  be 
up  to  see  you  again  day  after  to-morrow,  in  the  afternoon. 
Beale  Jr.  and  I  have  a  date  with  Mr.  Wade  again  to- 
morrow, I  think,  and  I  can  talk  to  you  more  definitely 
after  that.  You  know  this  is  the  devil  of  a  thing  to  do," 
he  suddenly  exclaimed  apprehensively,  "this  playing  back 
and  forth  between  the  two  parties  like  this;  regularly  dis- 
honourable, don't  you  know?  " 
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"If  you  think  it's  dishonourable,"  said  Vandover  as  he 
accompanied  Geaiy  to  the  door,  "if  you  think  it's  dis- 
honourable, Charlie,  why,  don't  do  it!  I  don't  want  to 
ask  you  to  do  anything  dishonourable  for  me." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  replied  Geary  uneasily;  "I  had 
just  as  soon  do  it  for  you,  only  listen  to  this:  don't  you  say 
a  word  about  the  case  to  anybody,  not  to  your  lawyer,  nor 
to  anybody.  If  Field  should  write  to  you,  you  teU  him 
you  have  counsel  aheady .  And,  look  here !  you  may  have 
the  reporters  up  here  pretty  soon,  and  don't  you  open 
your  face  to  them;  youipind  that;  don't  you  let  them  get 
b  thing  out  of  you.  And  there's  another  thing  you  must 
understand:  I'm  not  your  lawyer,  of  course;  you  see  that. 
I  could  be  disbarred  if  I  was  lawyer  for  both  sides.  It's 
like  this,  you  see:  I'm  Wade's  lawyer  —  at  least  the  firm 
I  am  with  are  his  lawyers  —  and  of  course  I'm  acting  in 
Wade's  interest.  But  you're  an  old  chum  of  mine,  and  if 
I  can  I'm  going  to  try  and  make  it  easier  for  you.  You 
understand,  don't  you?  " 

"  Yes,  I  understand,  Charlie,"  answered  Vandover,  "and 
you  are  just  a  brick." 

Vandover  passed  the  rest  of  the  day  in  his  sitting-room, 
the  suspense  of  the  situation  slowly  screwing  his  nerves 
tenser  and  tenser.  He  walked  for  hours  back  and  forth, 
his  hands  clasped  behind  his  back,  his  head  bent  down. 
Ws  forehead  drawn  into  a  frown  of  anxiety  and  exaspera- 
tion, or  he  stood  for  a  long  time  at  the  window  looking 
out  into  the  street  with  eyes  that  saw  nothing.  At  supper 
that  night  he  found  that  his  appetite  had  left  him;  the 
very  thought  of  food  revolted  him.  He  returned  to  his 
room  between  seven  and  eight  o'clock,  his  body  and  mind 
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completely  fagged,  feeling  a  crying  need  o'  some  diversion. 
Umllir'^  ^^  "'°"^'**'  *^^  ^  "^^  ^°'^'^ 

He  made  up  his  mind  to  read  a  little  before  going  to  bed 
and  aU  at  once  remembered  a  book  that  he  had  once  begun 
a  Ions  time  ago  but  had  never  finished:  the  sto^^  of  two 

men  whohadboughtawreckedopiumshipforfifty  thousand 
doUarsandhad  afterward  discovered,  that  she  contained 
only  a  few  tms  of  the  drug.    He  had  never  read  on  to  find 
how  that  stoiy  turned  out.    Suddenly  he  found  himself 
repeatmg    "Twenty-five  thousand   doUars.   .wenty-five 
thousand  doUars  -  where  will  /  find  twenty-five  thousand 
dollars?       He  wondered  if  he  would  go  to  jaU  if  he  failed 
to  pay.    as  interest  in  the  book  was  gone  in  a  moment, 
and  he  took  up  another  of  his  favourite  novels,  the  stonr 
of  a  boy  at  the  time  of  Chri.,t.  a  Jewish  boy  unjustly  con- 
demned to  the  gaUeys,  liberated  afterward,  and  devoting 
his  hfe  to  the  overthrow  of  his  enemy,  whom  at  last  he 
overcame  and  humbled,  fouling  him  in  a  chariot  race,  aU 
but  killing  him. 

He  sat  down  in  the  huge  leather  chair,  and,  drawing  it 
up  to  the  piano  lamp  and  cocking  his  feet  upon  the  table 
began  to  read  In  a  few  moments  the  same  numbness 
stole  into  his  head  like  a  rising  fog,  a  queer,  tense  feeling, 
(^wmg  at  the  back  of  his  forehead  and  at  the  base  of  hi 
skull,  a  dulness,  a  strange  stupefying  sensation  a^  of  some 
torpid,  murky  atmosphere.  He  looked  about  him  quickly  • 
aU  the  objects  in  the  range  of  his  vision  -  the  comer  of  the 
desk,  the  corduroy  couch,  the  low  bookcase  with  Flossie's 

yeUowshpperandBarye'slionessuponit-seemedtomove 
back  and  stand  upon  the  same  plane;  the  objects  them- 
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■elves  appeared  inunovable  enough,  but  the  sensation  of 
them  in  his  brain  somewhere  behind  his  eyes  began  to 
move  about  in  a  slow,  dizzy  whirl.  The  old  touch  of  un- 
reasoning terror  came  back,  together  with  a  sudden  terror 
of  the  spirit,  a  sickening  sinking  of  the  heart,  a  loathing  of 
life,  terrible  beyond  words. 

Vandover  started  up,  striving  to  keep  himself  in  hand, 
fighting  against  a  wild  desire  to  rush  about  from  waU  to 
wall,  shrieking  and  waving  his  arms.  Over  and  over 
again  he  exclaimed,  "Oh,  what  is  the  matter  with  me?" 
The  strangeness  of  the  thing  was  what  unsettled  and  un- 
nerved him.  He  had  aU  the  sensations  of  terror,  but 
without  any  assignable  reason,  and  this  groundless  fear 
became  in  the  end  the  cause  of  a  new  fear:  he  was  afraid 
of  this  fear  that  was  afraid  of  nothing. 

Very  gradually,  however,  the  crisis  passed  away.  He 
became  a  little  cakner,  and  as  he  was  mixing  himself  a  glass 
of  whisky  and  water  at  the  sideboard  he  decided  that  he 
would  go  to  bed.  He  was  sure  that  he  would  be  better 
for  a  good  night's  rest;  evidently  his  nerves  were  out  of 
order;  it  would  not  do  for  him  to  read  late  at  night.  He 
realized  all  at  once  that  hi,  mind  and  body  alike  were  ex- 
hausted. 

He  passed  a  miserable  night,  dozing  and  waking  at  alter- 
nate hours  until  three  o'clock,  when  he  found  it  impossibk 
to  get  to  sleep;  houn  after  hour  he  lay  flat  on  his  back 
staring  open-^ed  into  the  darkness,  listening  to  the  ticking 
of  the  clock,  the  mysterious  footsteps  that  creaked  the 
floors  overhead,  and  the  persistent  drip  of  a  water  faucet. 
Outside  in  the  street  he  heard  at  long  intervals  the  rat- 
tling of  wheels  as  the  early  milk  wagons  came  and  went; 
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uuic  o  aocK  by  the  sound  of  some  one  shov*Ii;n» 

was  stiU  busy  going  over  for  the  hundredth  time  boZ. 
Poss.biht.es  of  Hiram  Wade's  suit,  and  he  witst  „^ 
denng  whether  something  in  the  wTv  nt  ' 

Jghtnot  be  a„ang«i.  wh^.  tlthTtuddrrr 
logetner  with  the  same  unreasoning  fear   the  «m„  j 
P-«on  of  ,py^.  ^,  ^^^  fearful'sinSi'^/trhJr 

What..t  was  coming  back  again,  this  sZJattSc^m 
-g  bade  even  when  his  attenUon  was  not  con^t^aT^' 

ev^wh^ther^wasnounusualexertionofhisbrn      "^' 

Then  U.e  torment  began.    This  time  the  crisis  did  not 

P«.  off;  from  now  on  it  persisted  continually.    VandovL 


248     VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 

began  to  feel  sU«Dge.  At  first  the  room  looked  unfamiliar 
to  him,  then  his  own  daUy  life  no  longer  seemed  recogniia- 
ble.  and,  finally,  all  of  a  sudden,  it  was  the  whole  world. 
aU  the  existing  order  of  things,  that  appeared  to  draw  off 
like  a  refluent  tide,  leaving  hun  alone,  abandoned,  cast 
upon  some  fearful,  mysterious  shore. 

Nothing  seemed  worth  while;  aU  the  thousand  litUe 
tnyial  things  that  made  up  the  course  of  his  life  and  in 
which  he  found  diversion  and  amusement  palled  upon  him. 
A  fearful  mehmcholia  settled  over  him,  a  despair,  an 
abhorrence  of  Uving  that  could  not  be  uttered.  This  only 
was  during  the  day.  It  was  that  night  that  Vandover 
went  down  into  the  pit. 

He  went  to  bed  early,  his  brain  in  a  whirl,  his  frame  worn 
out  as  if  from  long  physical  exertion.    He  was  just  drop- 
ping into  a  grateful  sleep  when  his  whole  body  twitched 
suddenly  with  a  shock  and  a  recoil  .f  all  his  nerves;  in  an 
instant  he  was  broad  awake,  panting  and  exhausted  as  if 
from  a  long  run.    Once  more  he  setUed  himself  upon  the 
pillow,  and  once  more  the  same  leap,  the  same  sharp 
spasm  of  his  nerves  caught  him  back  to  consciousress 
with  the  suddenness  of  a  relaxed  spring.    At  last  sleep 
was  out  of  the  question;  his  drowsiness  of  the  early  part  of 
the  evening  passed  away,  and  he  lay   back,  his  hands 
clasped  behind  his  head,  staring  up  into  the  darkness,  his 
thoughts  gallopmg  incessantly  through  his  brain,  suffering 
without  pain  as  he  had  never  imagined  a  human  being 
could  suffer  though  racked  with  torture  from  head  to  heel. 
From  time  to  time  a  slow  torsion  and  crisping  of  all  his 
nerves,  beginning  at  his  ankles,  spread  to  every  comer  of 
his  bo<tjr  till  he  had  to  shut  his  fisU  and  teeth  against  the 
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blind  impulse  to  leap  from  his  bed  screaming.    His  lumds 
felt  hght  and.  as  he  told  himself.  "jumDv  "    AH    * 
he  felt  a  pecul«r  «„sa«on  in  them  /t^^Lm^^fi^ 
he  fingers  puffing  to  an  enormous  size,  the  pahnsbXnK 
he  whole  member  from  the  wrist  to  the  naih,  disteS 

out.  Then  he  had  a  feeling  that  his  head  was  swdling  in 
the  same  way.  He  had  to  rub  his  hands  together,  to  pa^ 
them  agam  and  again  over  his  face  to  rid  Wmse.'f  ;fT 

did^l*  t  "t'fnge  nwnb  feeling  at  the  base  of  the  skull 
g£la  tS  f"  thinking-he  would  have  iT 
gUd  d  .t  had  -  and  now  at  last  when  the  terror  overcame 

feared  -  he  feared  that  he  was  going  mad. 

It  was  the  punishment  that  he  had  brought  upon  him- 
setf.  some  fearful  nervous  disease,  the  r^S.  ofWs  iZ 
indulgence  of  vice,  his  vile  submission  to  the  brute  Z 
was  to  destroy  his  reason;  somecoUapse  of  all  hisCfe 
be^m^mg  first  with  that  which  was  highest,  most  ^StS 

.1.  mT"''"*'^"'*  ""^""^  ""d  downward  till  he 
should  have  reached  the  last  stages  of  idiocy.  It  was 
Naure  mexorably  exacting.  It  was  the  ^t  LZ 
-^  ndmg  him  down  beneath  its  myriad  sp^'J 
wheels,  remorselessly,  irresistibly  H"mmg 

se«  recoded  upon  his  head,  crushing  him  to  the  dust  with 
theu-  weight  of  anguish  and  remorse:  Ida  Wade's  suidde 

Hmtm  Wades  lawsuit  menacing  him  with  beggary  and 
nowth.last.thisapproachingins«mty.    ItwosS.^ 
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fire  driving  out  fire;  the  sense  of  aJl  these  disasters  seemed 

to  come  back  upon  him  at  once,  as  keen,  as  bitter  as  when 

they  had  first  befallen.    He  had  told  himself  that  he  did 

not  believe  in  a  hell.    Could  there  be  a  worse  hell  than 

this? 

But  all  at  once,  without  knowing  why,  moved  by  an 
impulse,  a  blind,  resistless  i.^"tinct,  Vandover  started  up 
in  bed,  raising  his  clasped  hands  above  him,  crying  out, 
"Oh,  help  me!  Why  don't  you  A«/p  me?  You  can  if  you 
only  will ! "  Who  was  it  to  whom  he  had  cried  with  such 
unerring  intuition?  He  gave  no  name  to  this  mysterious 
"  You,"  this  strange  supernatural  being,  this  mighty  super- 
human power.  It  was  the  cry  of  a  soul  in  torment  that 
does  not  stop  to  reason,  the  wild  last  hope  that  feels  ite 
own  helplessness,  that  responds  to  an  intuition  of  a  force 
ouUide  of  itself  —  the  force  that  can  save  it  in  its  time 
of  peril. 

Trembling,  his  hands  still  clasped  above  him,  Vandover 
waited  for  an  answer,  waited  for  the  miracle.  In  the  tor- 
tured exalted  sUte  of  his  nerves  he  seemed  suddenly 
possessed  of  a  sixth  sense;  he  fancied  that  he  would  know, 
there  in  that  room,  in  a  few  seconds,  while  yet  his  hands 
remained  clasped  above  his  head.  It  was  his  last  hope: 
if  this  failed  him  there  was  nothing  left.  Still  he  waited: 
he  felt  that  he  should  know  when  the  miracle  came,  that  he 
would  suddenly  be  filled  with  a  sense  of  peace,  of  quiet  joy. 
Still  he  waited  —  there  was  nothing,  nothing  but  the  vast 
silence,  the  unbroken  blackness  of  the  night,  a  night  that 
was  to  last  forever.  There  was  no  answer,  nothing  but 
the  deaf  silence,  the  blind  darkness.  But  in  a  moment 
he  felt  that  the  very  silence,  the  very  lack  of  answer,  was 
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•nswer  in  itself;  tJiere  was  nothing  for  him.  Even  that 
vast  mysterious  power  to  which  he  had  cried  could  not 
help  him  now.  could  not  help  him.  could  not  sUy  the  in- 
exorable law  of  nature,  could  not  reverse  that  vast  terrible 
engme  with  its  myriad  spinning  wheels  that  was  riding 
him  down  relenUessly.  grinding  him  into  the  dust.  And 
afterward?  After  the  engine  had  done  its  work,  when 
that  strange  other  time  should  come,  that  other  life,  what 
then?  No  not  even  then,  nothing  but  outer  darkness 
then  and  the  gnashing  of  teeth,  nothing  but  the  deaf  si- 
lence, nothing  but  the  blind  darkness,  nothing  but  the 
unbroken  blackness  of  an  eternal  night. 

It  was  the  end  of  everything!    Withamuflaedcnr.  "Oh 
I  can  t  stand  this!"  Vandover  threw  himself  from  his  bed' 
gropmg  his  way  out  into  the  sitting-room.    By  this  time 
he  was  only  conscious  of  a  suffering  too  great  to  be  borne, 
everything  else  was  blurred  as  in  a  thick  mist.    For  nearly 
an  hour  he  stumbled  about  in  the  darkened  room,  bruising 
himsdf  against  the  furniture,  dazed,  numb,  trying  in  v,^ 
to  find  the  drawer  of  the  desk  where  he  kept  his  father's 
revolver.    At  last  his  hand  dosed  upon  it.  gripping  it  «, 
tightly thatthehundreds  of  little  nicks  and  sc«it^e,  made 
by  tte  contact  of  the  tacks  and  nails  which  he  had  ham- 
njered  with  it  nipped  and  bit  into  his  pahn  like  the  teeth 
of  Uny  mice.    A  vague  feeling  of  shame  overcame  him 
at  the  last  moment:  he  had  no  wish  to  be  fomid  sprawling 
upon  the  floor,  dressed  only  in  his  night-gown.    He  lit  the 
gas  and  put  on  his  bathrobe,  drawing  the  cords  securely 
about  his  waist  and  neck. 

When  he  turned  about  to  pick  up  the  revolver  again  he 
found  that  his  determination  had  weakened  considerably, 
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•nd  he  wu  obliged  to  reflect  again  upon  the  wreck  of  his 
life  and  aoul  before  he  was  back  once  more  to  the  proper 
pitch  of  resolution.    It  was  five  minutes  to  two,  and  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  kill  himself  when  the  dock  struck 
the  hour.     He  spent  the  intervening  moments  in  arrang- 
ing the  details  of  the  matter.    At  first  he  thought  he  would 
do  it  standing,  but  he  abandoned  that  idea,  fearing  to 
strike  his  head  against  the  lumiture  as  he  fell.    He  was 
about  to  decide  upon  the  huge  leather  chair,  when  the 
remembrance  of  his  father's  death  made  that  impossible. 
He  finally  concluded  to  sit  upon  the  edge  of  his  bed. 
leaning  a  little  backward  so  as  not  to  fall  upon  the  floor, 
and  he  dragged  the  bed  out  into  the  sitting-room,  prefer- 
ring somehow  to  die  there.    For  a  moment  the  idea  of 
lying  at  length  upon  the  bed  occurred  to  him,  but  in  an 
instant  he  recoiled  from  it,  horrified  at  the  thought  of  the 
death  that  struck  from  above;  no,  it  would  be  best  to 
sit  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  falling  backward  with  the 
shot.    1"hen  he  wondered  as  to  which  it  should  be,  his 
heart  or  his  head;  evidently  the  head  was  the  better;  there 
upon  the  right  side  in  the  little  hollow  of  the  temple, 
and  the  next  moment  he  found  himself  curiously  touching 
and  pressing  the  spot  with  his  fingers.    All  at  once  he 
heard  the  little  clicking  noise  that  the  clock  makes  a 
minute  or  so  before  the  hour.    It  was  ahnost  two;  he  sat 
down  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  cocking  the  revolver, 
waiting  for  the  clock  to  strike.    Anideacamet:  him,  and 
he  looked  at  the  calendar  that  stood  at  the  right  of  the 
clock  upon  the  top  of  the  low  bookcase.    It  was  the 
twelfth  of  April,  Thursday;  that,  then,  was  to  be  the  date 
of  his  death  —  Thursday,  April  twelfth,  at  two  in  the 
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morning,  ao  it  would  read  upon  hii  ,^ve«tone.  For  an 
inatant  the  awfulness  of  tlie  thing  he  was  to  do  came  upon 
him.  and  the  next  instant  he  found  himself  wondering 
if  thqr  stiU  coursed  jack-rabbiu  with  greyhounds  down 
at  Coronado  the  way  they  used  to  do  when  he  was  there. 
All  at  once  the  clock  struck  two.  and  at  the  very  last  in- 
stant a  strange  impulse  to  seat  himself  before  the  mirror 
came  upon  him.  He  drew  up  a  chair  before  it.  watching 
his  reflection  intently,  but  even  as  he  raised  the  revolver 
he  suddenly  changed  his  purpose  without  knowing  why, 
and  all  at  once  crammed  the  muzzle  into  his  mouth.  He 
drew  the  trigger. 

He  heard  no  sound  of  a  report;  he  felt  no  shock,  but  a 
great  feebleness  ran  throughout  his  limbs,  a  lehuring  and 
weakening  of  all  his  muscles;  his  eyes  were  open  and  he 
saw  eveiything  smaU  and  seemingly  very  far  off  as  through 
the  reversed  end  of  an  opera-glass.    Suddenly  he  fainted. 

When  Vandover  came  to  hunself  again  it  was  early 
morning.  The  room  was  full  of  daylight,  but  the  gas  was 
still  burning.    LitUe  by  KtUe  the  fearful  things  of  the 

night  came  back  to  him;  he  realized  that  he  had  shot  him- 
self, and  he  waited  for  the  end.  not  daring  to  move,  his 
eyes  closed,  his  hand  still  gripping  the  scratched  butt  of 
the  revolver  in  his  lap.  For  a  long  time  he  lay  back  in 
the  chair,  motionless,  his  consciousness  slowly  returning 
like  an  incoming  tide.  At  length  he  started  to  his  feet 
witii  an  expression  of  scorn  and  incredulity;  he  was  as 
sound  as  ever,  there  was  neither  scratch  nor  scar  upon  him; 
he  had  not  shot  himself  after  all. 

Curiously,  he  looked  at  the  revolver,  throwing  open  the 
breech  — the  eylinder  was  empty;  he  had  forgotten  to 
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lowllt.  "Wh8t«fool!"heexclaiined.laughingK»ni/uUy. 
»nd  .tai  Uughing  he  wsllced  to  the  r^ntre  of  the  room 
under  the  chaAdelier  and  turned  out  the  gas. 

But  when  he  turned  about,  lacing  the  day  once  more. 

facing  that  day  and  the  next  and  the  next  throughout  all 

the  course  of  his  life,  the  sense  of  his  miseiy  returned  upon 

him  in  iU  fuU  strength  and  he  raised  his  clenched  fist  to 

his  eyes,  shutting  out  the  light.    Ah,  no,  he  could  not 

endure  it  —  the  horror  of  life  overpassed  the  horror  of 

death;  he  could  not  go  on  living.    A  new  thought  had 

come  to  him.    Wretched  as  he  was.  he  saw  that  in  time 

his  anguish  of  conscience,  even  his  dread  of  losing  hb 

reason,  would  pass  from  him;  he  would  become  used  to 

them;  yes,  even  become  used  to  the  diead  of  insanity,  and 

then  he  would  return  once  more  to  vice,  return  once  more 

into  the  power  of  the  brute,  the  perverse  and  evil  monster 

that  was  knitted  to  him  now  irrevocably,  part  for  part, 

fibre  for  fibre.    He  saw  clearly  that  nothing  could  save 

him.  he  had  had  his  answer  that  night,  there  was  to  be  no 

miracle.    Was  it  not  right,  then,  that  he  should  destroy 

himself?    Was  it  not  even  his  duty?    The  better  part  of 

him  seemed  to  demand  the  act;  should  he  not  comply 

while  there  yet  was  any  better  part  left?    In  a  litUe  while 

the  brute  was  to  take  all. 

On  the  shelves  above  his  washstand  Vandover  found 
the  cartridges  in  a  green  pasteboard  box,  and  loaded  all 
the  chambers  of  the  revolver,  carefuUy.  He  closed  the 
breech;  but  as  he  was  about  to  draw  back  the  hammer  all 
his  courage,  all  his  resolution,  crumbled  in  an  instant  like 
a  tower  of  sand.  He  did  not  dare  to  shoot  himself  —  he 
was  afraid.    The  night  before  he  had  been  brave  enough; 


VANDOVEI^  AND  THE  BRUTE  840 

how  was  it  now  that  he  could  not  call  up  the  same  courage, 
the  same  determination?  When  he  thought  over  the 
wreck,  the  wretched  faUure  of  his  life,  the  dreadful  pros- 
pect of  the  future  years,  his  anguish  and  his  terror  were  as 
keen  as  ever.  But  now  there  was  a  shrinking  of  his  every 
nerve  from  the  thought  of  suicide,  the  instinctive  animal 
fear  of  death,  stronger  than  himself.  His  sutfering  had 
to  go  on.  had  to  run  its  course,  even  death  would  aot  help 
him.  Let  it  go  on.  it  was  only  the  better  part  of  him  that 
was  suffering;  in  a  Uttle  while  this  better  part  would  be 
dead,  leaving  only  the  brute.  It  would  die  a  natural  death 
without  any  intervention  from  him.  Was  there  any  need 
of  suicide?  Suicide!  Great  God!  his  whole  Ufe  had  been 
one  long  suicide. 

That  same  morning  Charlie  Geary  had  eaten  a  very 
thick  underdone  steak  for  breakfast  after  enjoying  a  fine 
long  sleep  of  eight  hours.  Toward  eight  o'clock  he  went 
downtown.  He  did  not  take  a  car;  he  preferred  to  walk; 
it  helped  his  digestion  and  it  gave  him  exercise.  At 
night  he  walked  home  as  weU;  that  gave  him  an  appetite; 
besides,  with  the  ten  cenU  that  he  saved  in  this  way,  he' 
bought  himself  a  nice  cigar  that  he  smoked  in  the  evening 
to  help  digest  his  supper.  He  was  very  careful  of  his 
health.  Ah,  you  bet,  one  had  to  look  out  for  one's  health. 
At  the  office  that  morning  he  had  a  long  talk  with 
Beale.  Jr..  as  to  Hiram  Wade's  suit.  The  great  firm  of 
Beale  &  Storey,  into  whose  office  Geary  had  been  received, 
made  a  specialty  of  damage  suits,  and  especially  those 
suits  that  were  brought  against  a  certain  great  monopoly 
which  it  was  claimed  was  ruining  the  city  and  the  state; 
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nidi  •  CMC  involving  newly  •  qiurter  of  •  million  of  dol- 
tan  WM  now  occupying  the  attention  of  the  hewlf  of  the 
flna  and,  indeed,  of  the  whole  office.  Hiram  Wade'*  milt 
waiasMgnedtotheawirtanU.  Beale.Jr.,  wasoneolthete, 
and  Chariie  Geary  had  managed  to  piuh  himidf  into  the 
podtion  of  his  confidential  clerk.  But  Beale.  Jr. ,  hmudf 
took  litUe  bterest  in  the  Wade  suit;  the  suit  agidnst  the 
great  monopoly  waa  coming  to  a  head;  it  was  a  battle  ol 
gianU;  the  whole  office  found  itself  embroiled,  and  Uttle 
by  little  Beale,  Jr.,  allowed  himself  to  be  drawn  into  the 
•tniggle.  The  management  of  the  Wade  case  was  given 
over  to  Geary's  hands. 

When  he  had  first  heard  of  his  assignment  to  the  case 
Geaiy  had  been  unwilling  to  act  against  his  old  chum,  but 
It  was  the  first  legal  a£Fair  of  any  great  importance  with 
which  he  had  been  connected,  and  he  was  soon  devoured 
with  an  inordinate  ambiUon  to  distinguish  himself  i 
the  eyts  of  the  firm  to  get  a  "lift,"  to  take  a  long  step 
forward  toward  the  end  of  his  desires,  which  was  to  be- 
come one  of  the  firm  itself.    He  knew  he  could  make  a 
brilliant  success  of  the  case.    Geary  was  at  this  time 
nearly  twenty^ght.  keen,  energetic,  immensely  dever; 
and  the  case  against  Vandover  was  strong.    No  one  knew 
better  than  he  himself  how  intimate  Vandover  had  been 
with  Ida  Wade;  Vandover  bad  told  him  much  of  the  details 
of  their  acquaintance.    Besides  this,  a  letter  which  Ida 
had  written  to  Vandover  the  day  before  her  suidde  had 
been  found,  torn  in  three  pieces,  thrust  between  the  leaves 
of  one  of  the  books  that  she  used  to  study  at  the  normal 
■chool.    It  directly  implicated  Vandover  — it  was  evi-  ' 
dence  that  could  not  be  gainsaid.    Geary  had  resolved  to 
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puah  the  cMe  agMiut  Ui  old  chum.  Vwidover  ou^t  to 
•M  that  with  Gcwy  it  wm  •  nutter  of  biuineu;  he,  Geary, 
WM  only  an  inatniment  of  the  Uw;  if  Geaiy  did  not  take 
the  caM  Mme  other  lawyer  would.  At  any  rate,  whether 
Van  would  »ee  it  in  thi«  light  or  not,  Geary  WB«  determined 
to  take  the  caM;  it  wai  too  good  an  opportunity  to  let  slip- 
he  wa»  going  to  make  his  way  in  the  law  or  he  would  kncv 
thereawnwhy.  Every  man  for  hinuelf,  that  was  k  In  » 
he  laid.  It  might  be  damned  lelfiah,  but  it  waa  human 
nature;  if  he  had  to  lacrifice  Van,  so  mudi  the  » vc. 
It  was  evident  that  his  old  college  chum  was  going  to  tlic 
dogs  anyway,  but  come  whaUver  would,  he,  Geaiy.  was 
oing  to  be  a  niecM* .  Ah,  you  bet,  he  would  make  his 
way  and  he  would  make  his  money. 

Ever  since  he  had  come  into  his  little  patrimony  Geary 
had  been  making  offers  to  Vandover  for  his  block  in  the 
Mission.  Geaty  would  offer  only  eight  thousand  dollars, 
but  Brunt  steadily  advised  Vandover  against  listening 
to  such  a  figure,  assuring  him  that  the  property  was  valued 
at  twelve  thousand  six  hundred.  Vandover  had  often 
wondered  at  Geary's  persistence  in  the  matter,  and  had 
often  asked  him  what  he  could  possibly  want  of  the  block. 
But  Geaiy  was  very  vague  in  his  replies,  generally  telling 
Vandover  that  there  waa  money  in  the  investment  if  one 
could  and  would  give  the  proper  attention  to  pushing  it. 
He  told  Vandover  that  he  —  Vandover  —  was  no  business 
man,  which  was  the  lamenteble  truth,  and  would  much 
prefer  to  live  upon  the  interest  of  his  bonds  rather  than 
to  be  continually  annoyed  by  defective  plumbing,  com- 
plaints, and  repairs.  The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that 
Geaiy  knew  that  a  certain  immense  boot  and  shoe  concern 
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was  after  the  same  piene  of  property.  The  houses  them;- 
selves  were  nothing  to  the  boot  and  shoe  people;  they 
wanted  the  land  in  order  to  build  their  manufactory  upon 
it.  A  siding  of  the  railroad  ran  down  the  alley  just  back 
of  the  property,  a  fact  that  hurt  the  lot  for  residence  pur- 
poses, but  that  was  indispensable  for  the  boot  and  shoe 
people.  Geaiy  knew  that  the  heads  of  the  manufactory 
were  determined  to  buy  the  lot,  and  he  was  sure  that  if 
properly  handled  by  clever  brokers  they  could  be  induced 
to  offer  at  least  one  third  more  than  its  appraised  valua- 
tion. It  was  a  chance  for  a  fine  speculation,  and  it  was 
torture  to  Gvaiy  to  think  that  Vandover,  or  in  fact  any  one 
besides  himself,  was  going  to  profit  by  it. 

The  afternoon  of  the  day  upon  which  Hiram  Wade 
had  brought  suit  for  twenty-five  thousand  dollars,  while 
Geary  was  pottering  about  his  swivel  office  chair  with  an 
oil  can  trying  to  find  out  where  it  creaked,  a  briUiant  idea 
had  suddenly  occurred  to  him,  a  stroke  of  genius,  a  veritable 
inspiration.  Why  could  he  not  make  the  Wade  suit  a 
Biiichine  with  which  to  force  Vandover  into  the  sale  of  the 
property? 

His  first  idea  had  been  to  push  the  case  so  vigorously 
that  Vandover  would  surely  lose  it.  But  on  second 
thought  this  course  did  not  seem  to  promise  any  satisfac- 
tory results.  Geary  knew  very  well  that  though  Hiram 
Wade  had  sued  for  twenty-five  thousand  dollars  he  could 
not  recover  more  than  five  thousand,  if  as  much  as  that. 
Geary  did  not  know  the  exact  state  of  Vandover's  affairs, 
but  he  did  not  th  ak  that  his  chum  would  sell  any  property 
in  order  to  make  the  payment  of  damages.  It  was  much 
more  likely  that  he  would  raise  the  five  thousand,  or  what- 
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ever  it  might  be,  by  placing  a  second  mortgage  on  some  of 
his  property.    This,  however,  was  presuming  that  Wade 
would  get  judgment  for  about  five  thousand  doUars.    But 
suppose  that  Vandover  thought  that  Wade  could  actually 
recover  twenty-five  thousand !  Suppose  that  Geary  himself 
should  see  Vandover  and  induce  him  to  believe  such  a 
story,  and  to  settle  the  affair  out  of  court!    Vandover 
was  as  ignorant  of  law  as  he  was  of  business.    Geary 
might  frighten  him  into  a  sale.    Yet  this  plan  seemed 
very  impracticable.    In  the  first  place,  it  would  be  un- 
professional for  Geary  to  have  an  interview  with  Vandover 
under  such  circumstances,  the  story  was  almost  too  mon- 
strous even  for  Vandover's  credibility,  and  besides,  Geary 
would  not  pay,  could  not  pay  twenty-five  thousand  for 
the  property.    This  last  was  a  serious  tangle.    In  order 
to  get  Vandover  to  seU,  Geary  would  have  to  represent  the 
damage  suit  as  involving  a  larger  sum  of  money  than 
Geary  was  willing  to  give  for  the  block,  even  a  far  larger 
sum  than  that  which  the  boot  and  shoe  manufacturers 
could  be  induced  to  pay  for  it.    It  seemed  to  be  a  dead- 
lock.   Geary  began  to  see  that  the  whole  idea  was  out  of 
the  question.    Yet  the  desire  of  it  came  back  upon  him 
again  and  again.    He  dwelt  upon  it  constantly,  smelling 
out  the  chance  for  a  "deal"  somewhere  in  the  tangle  with 
the  instinct  of  the  keen  man  of  business.    At  last  he 
seemed  to  have  straightened  it  out.    The  idea  of  a  com- 
promise came  into  his  mind.    What  if  Vandover  and 
Hiram  Wade  could  be  made  to  compromise  upon  eight 
thousand  doUars!    Geaiy  would  be  willing  to  pay  Van- 
dover eight  thousand  for  the  block.    That  was  his  original 
offer.  Wade,  though  he  had  sued  for  twenty-five  thousand , 
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could  easUy  be  made  to  see  that  eight  thouaand  was  as 
much  as  he  could  reasonably  expect,  and  Geary  knew  the 
boot  and  shoe  manufacturen  would  pay  fifteen  thousand 
for  the  lot,  perhaps  more. 

But  in  order  to  cany  out  the  deKcate  and  complicated 
affair  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  keep  Vandover  from 
seemg  a  lawyer.  Geary  knew  that  any  lawyer  would  fight 
the  proposition  of  a  compromise  at  eight  thousand  doHars- 
five  thousand  was  as  much  as  Wade  could  possibly  get  in 
court,  and  if  judgment  for  such  amount  was  rendered, 
Vandover's  counsel  would  advise  him  to  raise  the  sum  by 
mortgaging  scone  property  instead  of  scUing  the  block. 

Yet  as  soon  as  Geaiy  arrived  at  a  solution  of  the  prob- 
lem, as  soon  as  the  "deal "  began  to  seem  feasible,  he  com- 
menced to  hesitate.    It  was  not  so  much  that  the  affair 
was  crooked,  that  his  r61e  in  it  was,  to  say  the  least,  un- 
professional, as  it  was  the  fact  that  Vandover  was  his  old 
college  chum  and  that,  to  put  the  matter  into  plain  words, 
Geary  was  swindling  his  best  friend  out  of  a  piece  of  prop- 
erty valued  at  twelve  thousand  six  hundred  dollars,  and 
preventing  him  from  reselling  the  same  piece  at  a  very 
advanced  figure.    Again  aad  again  he  wished  that  it  was 
some  other  than  Vandover;  he  told  himself  that  in  such 
c»se  he  would  put  the  screw  on  without  the  least  compunc- 
tion.   All  through  one  night  Geary  was  on  the  rack  torn 
between  his  friendship  for  his  chum  and  his  devouring, 
inordinate  ambitiop  to  make  his  way  and  to  make  hi.s 
pUe.    In  the  end  Vandover  was  sacrificed  —  the  oppor- 
tunity was  too  good  —  Geary  could  not  resist  the  chance 
for  a  "deal."    Ah,  you  bet,  just  think  of  it,  after  all.  not 
only  would  Vandover  beUeve  that  Geary  was  doing  him  a 
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great  service,  but  the  office  would  be  delisted  with  him 
for  winning  his  first  case,  they  would  get  a  heavy  fee  from 
Wade,  and  he  would  nearly  double  his  money  invested  in 
the  block  in  the  Mission.  As  soon  as  he  had  made  up  his 
inind  to  put  the  "deal"  through,  he  had  seen  Vandover  at 
his  rooms  early  in  the  morning  and  had  induced  him  to 
promise  not  to  engage  any  other  counsel  and  in  general 
keep  veiy  quiet  about  the  whole  business. 

The  day  after,  he  and  Beale,  Jr.,  had  an  appointment 
with  Hiiam  Wade,  but  toward  noon  Beale,  Jr.,  disappeared, 
leaving  word  for  Geary  that  he  had  gone  to  court  with  his 
father  to  heer  the  ck>sing  arguments  in  the  great  suit 
against  the  monopoly,  the  last  struggle  in  the  tremendous 
legal  battle  that  had  embroiled  the  whole  office;  Geary 
was  to  use  his  own  judgment  in  the  Wade  case.    Geaiy 
laboured  with  Hiram  Wade  all  that  afternoon.    The  old 
feBow  mistrusted  him  on  account  of  his  youth  and  his 
inexperience,  was  unwilling  to  arrive   at  any  definite 
conclusion  without  the  sanction  of  Geaiy's  older  associate, 
and  for  a  long  time  would  listen  to  nothing  less  than  t«i 
thousand  doUars,  crying  out  that  his  gray  hairs  had  been 
dishonoured,  and  striking  his  palm  upon  his  forehead. 
Nothing  could  move  him.     He,  also,  had  his  ambitions; 
it  was  his  dream  to  own  the  carpet-cleaning  esteblishment 
in  which  he  now  had  but  a  three-fourths  interest.    Sum- 
mer was  coming,  the  time  of  year  when  people  were  going 
into  the  country,  leaving  their  carpeU  to  be  cleaned  in 
their  absence.    If  he  could  obtain  complete  ownership  of 
his  business  within  the  month  he  fancied  that  he  saw  an 
opportunity  to  make  more  money  than  he  had  done  before 
at  any  previous  season. 
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"Why.  I  teU  you.  Muter  Geaiy."  he  exclaimed  indig- 
nant^, wagging  his  head,  "it  would  seem  like  selling  niy 
daughters  honour  if  we  should  compromise  at  any  less 
^.    I  am  a  father.    I  ~  I  have  my  feelings,  haven't 

"WeU,  now,  it  isn't  like  that  at  all.  Mr.  Wade,"  an- 
»w«wd  Geaiy.  making  awkwanl  gestures  with  both  his 
hands.    "It  isn't  what  we  ottjyfe  to  get  out  of  him.    Could 
any  sum  of  money,  could  miUions  compensate  you  for 
M|ss  Idas  death?    I  guess  not.    It's  what  we  can  get. 
If  this  thmg  comes  into  court  we  won't  get  but  five  thou- 
sand out  of  him;  I'UteU  you  that  right  now.    Hecouldraise 
that  by  a  mortgage,  eksy;  but  if  we  compromise  we  can 
squeeze  him  for  eight  thousand.    You  see.  the  fact  that 
we  can  act  direcUy  with  him  instead  of  through  counsel 
makes  it  easier  for  us.    Of  course,  as  I  tell  you.  it  isn't 
just  the  legal  thing  to  do.  but  I'm  willing  to  do  it  for  you 
because  I  think  you've  been  wronged  and  outraged  " 

Wade  struck  his  hand  to  his  head.     "I  teU  you  he's 
brought  dishonour  upon  my  gray  hairs."  he  exclaim^. 

Exactly,  of  course,  I  understand  how  you  feel  " 
rephed  Geary,  "but  now  about  this  eight  thousand?  'l 
teU  you  what  I'll  do."  He  had  resolved  to  stake  every- 
thmg  upon  one  last  hazard.  "See  here.  Mr.  Wade 
there  s  a  difiference.  of  course,  between  eight  thousand  dol- 
lars aad  ten  thousand,  but  the  use  of  money  is  worth 
somethmg.  isn't  it?  And  money  down,  cold  hard  cash, 
.s  worth  something,  isn't  it?  WeU,  now,  suppose  you  got 
that  eight  thousand  doUars  money  down  within  three 
days? 

Hiram  Wade  still  demurred  a  little  longer  for  the  sake 
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of  his  own  sel^pect  and  his  dishonoured  hairs,  but  in 
the  end  it  was  agreed  that  if  the  monqr  was  paid  over  to 
him  in  fuU  before  the  end  of  the  foUowing  week  he  would 
be  content  and  would  agree  to  the  compromise.  Eight 
thousand  dollars  would  still  be  enough  to  buy  out  his 
partner's  interest,  and  even  then  he  would  have  a  UtUe 
left  over  with  which  to  improve  a  certain  steaming  appa- 
ratus. If  the  amount  was  paid  in  full  within  a  week  he 
could  get  control  of  the  cleaning-works  in  time  to  catch 
all  of  the  summer  trade. 

Geaiy  had  calculated  that  this  last  argument  would 
have  its  weight;  the  great  difficulty  now  was  to  get  Van- 
dover  to  sell  at  such  a  low  figure  and  upon  such  short 
notice.  He  almost  despaired  of  his  success  in  this  quar- 
ter; however,  it  all  depended  upon  Vandover  now. 

Early  in  the  forenoon  of  the  next  day  Geary  pounded 
on  the  door  of  Vandover's  sitting-room,  pushing  it  open 
without  waiting  for  an  answer.  Vandover  was  lying  in 
his  shirt-sleeves  on  the  corduroy  divan  under  the  huge 
rug  of  sombre  colours  that  hung  against  the  waU,  and 
he  did  not  get  up  as  Geaiy  came  in;  in  fact,  he  hardly 
stirred. 

..  ".^*P°'"  <="«*•  Geaiy,  closing  the  door  with  his  heel. 
"Didn't  expect  to  find  you  up  so  early.  I've  been  up 
since  half-past  six;  had  breakfast  at  seven,  fine  cuUet, 
and  then  got  down  to  the  office  at  twenty  minutes  of  eight.' 
How's  tho.-  for  rustling,  hey? " 

"Yes?"  said  Vandover,  dully. 

"But,  say,"  exclaimed  Geary,  "what's  all  the  matter 
with  youf  You  look  all  frazzled  out,  all  pale  around  the 
wattles.     Ah,  you've  been  hitting  up  a  pace  again.  You're 
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a  bird.  Van,  there's  no  use  taUdngl    All  night  racket  this 
trip?"  ^^ 

"I  suppose  so."  answered  Vandover.  never  moving. 
"But  you  do  look  gone-in  this  morning,  sure,"  continued 
Geary,  seating  himself  on  the  edge  of  the  toble  and  push- 
ing back  his  hat.  "Never  saw  you  looking  so  bad;  you 
ought  to  be  more  careful.  Van;  there'U  be  a  smash  some 
time.  Ah,  you  bet  a  man  ought  to  look  out  for  his  health. 
I  walk  downtown  every  morning,  and  three  times  a  week 
I  take  a  cold  shower  as  soon  as  I  get  up.  Ah.  I  tell 
you.  that  braces  a  fellow  up;  you  ought  to  try  it;  it's  better 
than  a  dozen  cocktails.  You  keep  on  getting  thin  like 
you  have  for  tiie  past  few  days  and  I'll  have  to  be  calling 
you  Skinny  Seldom-fed  again,  like  we  used  to.  Now.  tell 
the  truth,  what  time  did  you  get  to  bed  last  night?  Did 
you  go  to  bed  at  all?" 

"No."  replied  Vandover  with  a  long  breath,  looking 
vaguely  at  the  pipe-rack  on  the  opposite  wall. 

"I  thought  as  much,"  answered  Geary.  "Well,  that's 
like  you."  He  paused  a  moment,  and  then  went  on,  ner- 
vously gesturing  with  both  his  hands  simultaneously. 
"WeU,  I've  had  a  long  talk  with  Wade.  I  teU  you.  Van. 
that  old  boy  is  as  stubborn  as  a  mule.  You  see,  he  knows 
he's  got  a  case.  I  couldn't  talk  him  out  of  that.  Ill 
teU  you  how  it  is,"  continued  Geary,  preparing  to  spring 
another  mine;  "he's  found  a  letter  Ida  wrote  you  the 
day  before  she  killed  herself."  He  paused  to  watch 
the  effect  upon  Vandover.  Vandover  waited  for  him  to 
go  on,  but  seeing  that  he  did  not  and  that  he  expected  him 
to  say  something,  nodded  his  head  once  and  answered: 
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"Don't  you  know,  that  letter  that  she  wrote  to  you 
tcUing  you  how  it  was,  how  she  was  fixed?"  repeated 
Geaiy,  puzzled  and  irritated  at  Vandover's   indiffer- 
ence. 
"I  know." 

"WeU,  he's  got  it,  anyhow,"  pursued  Geary,  "and  of 
course  that  tells  against  you.    Well,  I  had  a  long  talk  with 
him  yesterday  afternoon  and  I  got  him  to  compromise 
Of  course,  you  know  in  suits  like  this  one  a  party  sues  for  a 
great  deal  more  than  he  expects  to  get.    At  first  you  know 
he  said  twenty-five  thousand;  that  figure  was  decided 
upon  at  the  first  interview  he  had  with  us.    Of  course,  he 
could  never  get  judgment  for  that  much.    But  he  hung 
out  at  ten  thousand;  said  it  would  be  selling  his  daughter 
if  he  took  any  less.    Now  I  knew  you  couldn't  raise  that 
much  on  any  property  you  have,  especially  in  these  hard 
times "    Geary  paused  for  the  fraction  of  an  in- 
stant; he  had  thrown  out  the  last  remark  as  a  feeler,  to 
see  what  Vandover  would  say;  but  his  chum  said  nothing 
staring  vaguely  at  the  opposite  wall,  merely  making  a 
famt  sign  to  show  that  he  understood,  closing  his  eyes  and 
bending  his  head.     "And  so,"  continued  the  other,  "I 
jewed  him  down,  and  what  do  you  suppose?    WeU  sir 
from  twenty-five  thousand  I  brought  him  right  down  to' 
say,  eight  thousand.    I  could  se?  that  he  had   some 
scheme  that  he  wants  to  go  into  right  away,  and  that  he 
wants  ready  money,  right  on  the  naU,  you  know,  to  cany 
It  through.    Ah,  you  bet,  I  was  clever  enough  to  see  that. 
I  waltzed  him  right  over  when  I  began  to  speak  <rf  ready 
money,  cash  down.    As  soon  as  he'd  squeal  I'd  spring  cold 
cash  on  him,  money  down,  and  he's  hit  gravel  like  an  os- 
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trich.  Well."  he  went  on  deliberately  after  a  pauae, 
getting  up' from  the  table  «  id  standug  before  Vandover, 
his  hands  in  hia  pocketa.  "weU.  I  think  that',  the  best  I 
can  do  for  you.  Van.  It's  a  good  deal  better  than  I  ex- 
pected, but  I've  done  the  best  I  could  for  you,  and  I  would 
advise  you  to  see  him  on  the  propositiu-. . ' 
"All  right,"  said  Vandover.  "Go  ahea.'  " 
Geary  was  perplexed.  "WeU,  you  t'-  k  uiat's  a  good 
thing,  don't  you?  You  think  I've  do; .  aiy  best  for  you? 
You  see  it  as  I  do,  don't  you?" 

Vandover  withdrew  his  eyes   from   the  other  wall, 
glancing  under  heavy  eyelids  at  Geary,  and  with  a  sUght 
movement  of  his  head  and  shoulders  replied- 
"Of  course." 

''Have  you  got  the  money?"  asked  Geary  eagerly;  then, 
irritated  at  his  indiscretion,  hastened  to  interrupt  himself. 
"You  see,  he  hasn't  put  his  proposition  into  writing  yet, 
but  it's  like  this:  if  you  can  pay  him  eight  thousand  dol- 
lars in  cash  before  the  end  of  next  week  he'U  sign  a  docu- 
ment to  the  efifect  that  he  is  satisfied." 
"I've  got  no  money,"  said  Vandover  quietly. 
"I  was  afraid  you  wouldn't  have,"  said  Geary,  "but 
you  can  raise  it  somewhere.    You  had  better  close  with 
the  old  man  as  soon  as  you  can.  Van,  while  he's  in  the 
mood  for  it;  you'll  make  a  clear  two  thousand  by  it.    You 
can  see  that  as  well  as  I  can.    Now,  where  can  you  —  how 
is  your  property  fixed?    Let's  see!    Here's  the  statement 
you  made  to  me  the  other  day,"  continued  Geaiy,  drawing 
his  shorthand  notes  from  his  portfolio.     "How  about  this 
piece  on  California  Street,  the  one  that  you  have  rented, 
the  homestead,  you  know?" 
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"  Ym,  there's  that."  uuwered  Vandover,  changing  the 
position  of  his  head  upon  his  clasped  hands. 

"But  that's  pretty  weU  papered  up  already,"  returned 
Geary,  consulting  his  notes.  "You  couldn't  veiy  weU 
raise  another  mortgage  on  ikat." 

"I'd  forgotten."  answered  Vandover.  "There's  the 
block  in  the  Mission.    He  can  have  that." 

Geary  began  to  tremble  with  excitement.  It  looked  as 
though  he  might  be  able  to  make  the  Heal  after  aU.  But 
the  next  instant  he  grew  suspicious.  Vandover's  indif- 
ference puMled  him.  Might  he  not  have  some  game  of 
his  own?  The  idea  of  playing  ofiF  his  cleverness  against 
that  of  an  opponent  strung  his  nerves  in  an  instant;  the 
notion  of  an  impending  struggle  was  almost  an  inspiration, 
and  his  innate  desire  of  getting  the  better  of  a  competitor, 
even  tiiough  it  was  his  closest  friend,  aroused  his  witeand 
sharpened  his  faculties  like  a  stimulant.  He  had  no  hes- 
itancy in  sacrificing  his  chum.  It  was  business  now; 
friendship  ceased  to  be  a  factor  in  tiieafifair.  Ah,  Van  was 
going  to  be  foxy;  he'd  show  him  that  he  could  be  foxy,  too. 
"He  can  have  it?  "  echoed  Geary.  "  You  don't  mean  to 
sign  it  c  ver  to  him  bodily?  " 

"Oh,  I  suppose  it  could  be  mortgaged,"  answered  Van- 
dover. 

"  Yes,  that's  the  idea,"  returned  Geary.  "  You  want  me 
to  figure  that  out  for  you?  I  can  just  as  weU  as  not.  Well, 
now,  let's  see,"  he  went  on,  settling  himself  at  the  desk] 
and  figuring  upon  a  sheet  of  Vandover's  stamped  letter- 
paper.  "The  banks  will  never  give  you  more  than  two 
thirds  of  the  appraised  value;  tiat's  as  much  as  we  can  ex- 
pect; that  would  come  to  —  well,  let's  see  —  that  would 
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come  to  tix  thouiand  on  that  piece;  then  you  could  mort* 
gage  fomething  ebe  to  nuke  up  the  difference." 

"Wouldn't  it  be  more  than  six  thouiand?"  aiked  Van- 
dover  with  a  little  ihow  of  interest.  "  I  think  that  block 
has  been  appraised  at  something  over  twelve  thousand." 

"Ah,  yes,"  returned  Geary,  putting  his  chin  in  the  air, 
"that  was  your  agent's  valuation  five  years  ago;  but  you 
know  property  out 'there,  in  fact,  property  all  over  the 
city,  what  they  call  inside  property,  has  been  going  right 
down  for  the  last  ten  years.  That's  what  I've  always  been 
telling  you.  You  couldn't  possibly  get  more  than  nine 
thousand  for  that  block  to-day.  You  see  the  railroad 
there  hurts  it." 

"I  suppose  so,"  replied  Vandover.  "I've  heard  the 
governor  say  as  much  in  his  time." 

"Of  course,"  exclaimed  Geary,  delighted  at  this  unex- 
pected turn. 

"Wdl,  then,  he  can  have  my  bonds,"  said  Vandover. 
"  I've  got  eighty-nine  hundred  in  bonds;  he  can  have  those. 
Let  him  have  anything  he  wants." 

"Oh,  don't  touch  your  bonds,"  answered  Greary. 
"Hang  on  to  those.  Bonds  are  always  good — U.  S.  bonds. 
You  don't  want  to  sell  those.  Van.  You  see,  the 
homestead  u  already  mortgaged.  And,  besides,  you 
know,  too,  that  the  banks  are  asking  an  awful  big  per  cent . 
for  mortgages  on  real  estate;  it's  seven  aiid  a  half  nowa- 
days. Don't  sell  your  bonds.  I'll  t«U  you  why:  U.  S. 
bonds  are  always  good;  they  never  depreciate,  but  it's 
different  with  realty,  especially  in  this  city  just  now. 
It's  been  depreciating  ever  since  your  father's  time,  and 
it's  going  to  go  right  on  depreciating.    If  you  want  to 
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wU  anytUiig.  idl  your  redty  befoK  it  geU  any  lower. 
Now  you  don't  want  to  idl  your  home,  do  you?  You 
don't  like  tlwt  idea.  You've  Uved  there  lo  long,  and  then 
what  would  you  do  with  the  furniture;  beddes,  the  rent 
of  that,"  he  glanced  again  at  his  notes,  "i«  bringing  you 
in  a  good  hundred  and  twenty-five  a  month.  If  you've 
got  to  sell  at  all,  why  not  sell  your  Mission  block?  " 

"All  right,"  said  Vandover,  as  if  wearied  by  Geary's 
cUmour,  "I'll  sign  it  over  to  him." 

"No,  that's  not  the  idea  at  all,"  Geary  insisted.    "He 
wants  the  ready  mon?y;  he  don't  want  depreciated  real 
estate.    You'll  have  to  find  a  purchaser  in  the  next  week 
if  you  possibly  can  in  such  a  short  time,  and  tn.irf  over 
the  money  to  Wade.    But  if  you  can't  seU  in  that  time 
you  will  have  to  dig  up  ten  thousand  instead  of  eight. 
It's  a  hard  position  for  you.  Van;  it's  just  a  chance,  you 
know,  but  I  thought  I  would  give  you  the  benefit  of  that 
chance.    If  you  want  to  give  me  a  power  of  attorney  I'll 
try  and  sell  it  for  you." 
"I  guess  Brunt  would  do  that."  replied  Vandover. 
"Yes,"  retorted  Geaiy,  watchful  as  a  lynx,  "but  they 
would  charge  you  a  big  commission.    Of  course  7  wouldn't 
think  of  asking  you  anything  more  than  the  actual  costs. 
I  am  afraid  that  they  would  try  to  sell  it  at  auction,  too, 
if  they  knew  you  had  to  realize  on  it  in  so  short  a  time,  and 
it  would  go  for  a  mere  song  then;  you  know  how  it  is." 

"I  thought,"  inquired  Vandover,  "that  you  wanted 
that  property." 

"Yes,"  replied  Geary,  hesitating,  "I  — I  did  want  to 
buy  it  of  you  once;  well,  for  that  matter  I  do  now.  But 
you  know  how  it  is  with  me." 
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"I  might  as  well  sell  it  to  you  as  to  any  one  else,"  re- 
turned Vandover. 

"Well,  now,  it's  like  this,  Van,"  said  Geary.  "I  know 
that  block  is  worth  nine  thousand  dollars;  I  won't  deceive 
you.  But  I  can  only  give  you  eight  thousand  for  it. 
That's  all  the  money  I've  got.  But  I'm  not  going  to  take 
advantage  of  your  position  to  jew  you  down.  I  want  the 
block,  I'll  admit  that,  but  I'm  not  going  to  have  you  sac- 
rifice it  for  me,  or  for  any  one  else.  I  think  you  can  get 
nine  thousand  for  it.  I  know  you  could  if  we  had  a  little 
more  time,  and  I'm  not  sure  but  what  I  could  find  a  pur- 
chaser for  you  within  the  next  week  that  would  give  you 
nine  thousand." 

"Oh,  I  don't  care,  Charlie;  I'm  sick  of  everything; 
eight  thousand,  nine  thousand,  anything  you  like;  take 
it  at  yotur  own  figvire." 

Geary  began  to  tremble  once  more,  and  this  time  his 
excitement  was  so  great  that  he  hardly  dared  to  trust 
himself  to  speak;  his  breath  grew  short,  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  twitched  nervously,  and  curled  themselves  into 
fists,  his  heart  seemed  to  him  to  beat  high  in  his  throat; 
he  hesitated  long,  pretending  to  deliberate  as  he  steadied 
himself. 

Vandover  remained  silent,  his  hands  still  clasped  back 
of  his  head,  staring  at  the  opposite  wall  with  eyes  that  saw 
nothing.    The  little  clock  began  to  strike  ten. 

"I  don't  know.  Van,"  said  Geary;  "I  don't  like  to  do 
this,  and  yet  I  would  like  to  help  you  out  of  this  muss. 
You  see,  if  I  should  ever  benefit  by  the  property  you  would 
feel  as  though  I  had  taken  advantage  of  you  at  this  time 
and  worked  a  flim-flam' on  you!" 
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"Oh,  I'll  look  out  for  that,"  returned  Vandover. 
"No,  no,  I  don't  feel  quite  right  about  it,"  answered 
Geaiy,  wagging  his  head  and  shutting  his  eyes.     "Better 
see  what  we  can  do  at  a  forced  sale." 

"Why,  don't  you  see  you  would  be  doing  me  a  favour?" 
said  Vandover  wearily.  "I  ask  you  to  buy  the  block. 
I  don't  care  what  your  figure  is ! " 

Once  more  Geary  hesitated,  for  the  last  time  going  over 
the  whole  deal  in  his  mind  from  beginning  to  end,  test- 
ing it,  looking  for  weak  points.  It  was  almost  perfect. 
Suppose  the  boot  and  shoe  people  did  not  buy  the  lot? 
He  could  resell  it  elsewhere,  even  below  its  appraised 
value  and  yet  make  money  by  the  transaction;  the  lot  was 
cheap  at  ten  thousand;  it  might  bring  twelve;  even  as  an 
ordinary,  legitimate  speculation  it  was  to  be  desired  at 
such  a  figure.  Suppose  the  boot  and  shoe  people  backed 
out  entirely,  suppose  even  he  could  not  find  another  pur- 
chaser for  the  property,  why,  then,  he  could  hold  on  to  it; 
the  income  from  the  rents  was  fully  10  per  cent,  of  the' 
price  he  would  have  paid  for  it. 

"Well,  Van,"  he  said  at  last,  making  a  slow,  awkward 
gesture  with  his  left  hand,  all  the  fingers  extended,  "well, 
rU  take  you  up  — but  I  don't  feel  as  though  I  should 

"    He  suddenly  interrupted  himself  with  a  burst 

of  sincerity,  exclaiming:  "Sure,  old  man,  if  I  had  nine 
thousand  I'd  give  it  to  you  for  the  block,  that's  straight 
goods."  He  felt  that  he  was  conscientious  in  saying  this. 
It  was  true  he  would  have  given  nine  thousand  if  he  had 
had  it.  For  that  matter  he  might  have  given  ten  or 
twelve. 
"Can't  we  settle  the  whole  matter  to-day?"  said  Van- 
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dover.    "Right  here -now.    I'msickof  it,  sick  of  every- 
thing.   Let's  get  it  done  with." 

Geaiy  nearly  bounded  from  his  seat.  He  had  been 
wondering  how  he  might  accomplish  this  very  thing. 
"All  right,"  he  said  briskly,  "no  reason  in  waiting."  He 
had  seen  to  it  that  he  should  be  prepared  to  close  the  sale 
the  moment  that  Vandover  was  willing.  Long  ago,  when 
he  had  first  Lad  the  idea  of  buying  the  blc  he  had  spent 
a  day  in  the  oflSces  of  the  county  recorder, ;  le  tax  collector, 
and  the  assessor,  assuring  himself  of  the  validity  of  the 
title,  and  only  two  days  ago  he  had  gone  over  the  matter 
again  in  order  to  be  sure  that  no  encumbrances  had  been 
added  to  the  block  in  the  meanwhile.  He  found  nothing; 
the  title  was  clear. 

"Isn't  this  rather  rushing  the  thing  through?"  he  asked. 
"  Maybe  you  might  regret  it  afterward.    Don't  you  want 
to  take  two  or  three  days  to  think  it  over?  " 
"No." 

"Sure  now?"  persisted  (Jeary. 

"But  I've  got  to  sell  before  three  days,"  answered  Van- 
dover.    "Otherwise  he'll  want  ten  thousand." 

"  That's  a  fact,"  admitted  the  other.  "  Well,"  he  went 
on,  "  if  your  mind's  made  up,  why  —  we  can  go  right  ahead. 
As  I  say,  there's  no  reason  for  waiting;  better  take  up 
Wade  while  he's  in  the  mood  for  it.  You  see,  he  hasn't 
signed  any  proposition  as  yet,  and  he  might  go  back  on 
us."  Vandover  drew  a  long  breath  and  got  up  slowly, 
heavily,  from  the  couch,  saying: 

"  What's  the  odds  to  me  what  I  sell  for?    /  don't  get  the 
mo2ey." 
"Well,  what  do  you  say  if  Mre  go  right  down  to  a  no- 
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tary's  office  and  put  this  thing  right  through,"  Geaty  sug- 
gested. 
"Come  on,  then." 

"Have  you  got  your  abstract  here,  the  abstract  of  the 
block?  "  Vandover  nodded.  "Better  bring  it  along,  then," 
said  Geary. 

The  office  of  the  notary  adjoined  those  of  the  firm  of 
Beale  &  Storey;  in  fact,  he  was  in  a  sense  an  attach*  of 
the  great  firm  and  transacted  a  great  deal  of  legal  business 
for  them.  Vandover  and  Geaiy  feU  upon  him  in  an  idle 
moment.  A  man  had  come  to  regulate  the  water  filter, 
which  took  the  place  of  an  ice  cooler  in  a  comer  of  one  of 
the  anterooms,  and  while  he  was  engaged  at  his  work  the 
notary  stood  at  his  back,  abusing  him  and  exclaiming  at 
the  ineffectiveness  of  the  contrivance.  The  notary  was  a 
middle-aged  man  with  a  swollen,  purple  face;  he  had  a 
toothpiok  behind  each  ear  and  wore  an  office  coat  of  gray 
linen,  ripped  at  the  shoulders. 

Then  the  transfer  was  made.  It  was  aU  setUed  in  less 
than  half  an  hour,  unceremoniously,  almost  hastily.  For 
the  sake  of  form  Geaiy  signed  a  check  for  eight  thousand 
dollars  which  Vandover  in  his  turn  made  over  to  Hiram 
Wade.  The  notary  filled  out  a  deed  of  grant,  bargain, 
and  sale,  pasting  on  his  certificate  of  acknowledgment  as 
soon  as  Vandover  and  Geaiy  had  signed.  Geary  took 
the  abstract,  thrusting  it  into  his  breast-pocket.  As 
far  as  Vandover  was  concerned,  the  sale  was  complete, 
but  he  had  neither  his  property  nor  its  equivalent  in 
money. 

"WeU,"  declared  Geary  at  length,  "I  guess  that's  aU 
there  is  to  be  done.    I'U  get  a  release  from  old  man  Wade 
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and  send  it  to  you  to-morrow  or  next  day.  Now,  let's 
go  down  to  the  Imperial  and  have  a  drink  on  it."  They 
went  out,  but  the  notary  returned  to  the  anteroom,  turn- 
ing the  spigot  of  the  filter  to  right  and  left,  frowning  at  it 
suspiciously,  refusing  to  be  satisfied. 


CHAPTER  SIXTEEN 

That  particular  room  in  the  Lick  House  was  well 
toward  the  rear  of  the  building,  on  one  of  the  upper  floors, 
and  from  lU  window,  one  looked  out  upon  a  vast  reach  of 
roofs  that  ro^e  little  by  little  to  meet  the  abrupt  rise  of 
Telegraph  ttll.     It  was  a  sordid  and  grimy  wilderness, 
topped  w,th  a  gray  maze  of  wires  and  pierced  with  thou- 
sands of  chimney  stacks.    Maiiy  of  the  roofs  were  covered 
with  tm  long  since  blackened  by  rust  and  soot.    Here  and 
there  could  be  seen  clothes  hung  out  to  dry.    Occasionally 
upon  the  flanking  walls  of  some  of  the  larger  buildings  was 
displayed  an  enormous  painted  sign,  a  violent  contrast  of 
mtense  bUck  and  staring  white  amidst  the  sooty  htowa 
and  gray,  advertismg  some  tobacco,  some  newspaper,  or 
some  department  store.    Not  far  in  the  distance  two  tall 
smokestacks  of  blackened  tin  rose  high  in  the  air.  above 
the  roof  of  a  steam  laundry,  one  very  large  like  the  stack 
of  a  Cumirder,  the  other  slender,  graceful,  with  a  f umiel- 
shaped  top.    AU  day  and  all  night  these  stacks  were 
smoking;  from  the  first,  the  larger  one.  rolled  a  heavy  black 
smoke,  very  gloomy,  waving  with  a  slow  and  continued 
movement  Lke  the  plume  of  some  sullen  warrior.    But  the 
other  one.  the  tall  and  slender  pipe,  threw  off  a  series  of 
htUe  white  puffs,  three  at  a  time,  that  rose  buoyant  and 
joyous  into  the  air  like  so  many  white  doves,  vanishing  at 
last,  melting  away  in  the  higher  sunshine,  only  to  be  fol- 
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lowed  by  another  flight.  They  came  three  at  a  time,  the 
pipe  tossing  them  out  with  a  sharp  gay  sound  like  a  note 
of  laughter  interrupted  by  a  cough. 

But  ,  \e  interior  of  the  room  presented  the  usual  dreary 
aspect  of  the  hotel  bedroom  —  cheerless,  lamentable. 

The  walls  were  whitewashed  and  bare  of  pictures  or 
ornaments,  and  the  floor  was  covered  with  a  dull  red  car- 
pet.   The  furniture  was  a  "set,"  aU  the  pieces  having  a 
fanuly  resemblance.    On  entering,  one  saw  the  bed  stand- 
mg  against  the  right-hand  wall,  ahuge  double  bed  with  the 
name  of  the  hotel  in  the  corners  of  its  spread  and  piUow- 
caaes.   In  the  exact  middle  of  the  room  underneath  the  gas 
fixture  was  the  centre-table,  and  upon  it  a  pitcher  of  ice- 
water.    The  blank,  white  monotony  of  one  side  of  the  room 
was  jarred  upon  by  the  grate  and  mantelpiece,  iron,  painted 
black,  while  on  the  mantelpiece  itself  stood  a  little  porce- 
lain matchsafe  with  ribbed  sides  in  the  form  of  a  truncated 
cone.    Precisely  opposite  the  chimnqr  was  the  bureau, 
flanked  on  one  side  by  the  door  of  the  closet,  and  on  the 
other  in  the  comer  of  the  room  by  the  stationary  wash- 
stand  with  its  new  cake  of  soap  and  its  three  clean,  glossy 
towels.    On  the  wall  to  the  left  of  the  door  was  the  electric 
beU  and  the  directions  for  using  it,  and  tacked  upon  the 
door  itself  a  card  as  to  the  hours  for  meals,  the  rules  of  the 
hotel,  and  the  extract  of  the  code  defining  the  liabUities 
of  innkeepers,  aU  printed  in  bright  red.    Everything  was 
clean,  defiantly,  aggressively  clean,  and  there  was  a  clean 
smell  of  new  soap  in  the  air. 

But  the  room  was  bare  of  any  personality.  Of  the 
hundreds  who  had  lived  there,  perhaps  suffered  and  died 
there,  not  a  trace,  not  a  suggestion  remained;  their  differ- 
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ent  characters  had  not  left  the  least  imp«„  upon  it.  aip  or 
•ppearance    Only  a  few  hairpins  were  ^tter^^.l^t 
SluriS"'  "-u  drawers,  and  two  forgotten  ^S- 

wh!^  he'?^«°  '"''""''°'*  "'  ^""'•'^^"•^  --  home 
rooms  m  the  huge  apartment  house  on  Sutter  Street.  He 
had  1.  ved  here  now  for  something  over  a  year. 

I  had  aU  commenced  with  the  seizure  of  his  furniture 
by  the  propnetors  of  the  apartment  house.  Almost!^ 
fore  he  knew  rt  he  owed  for  six  months'  room  and  boarf^ 

^-^i-Xts^laTaUZS:!^^;'! 
out  h,s  knowledge.    He  declared  there  was  a  mis^e 
tossmg  back  the  biU  to  the  clerk  who  had  preserj^r 
and  shaldng-ois  head  incredulously.    ThisSt^^ 
angor.  offered  to  show  the  books  of  the  house^e 

yatement  by  ugures.  dates,  and  extracts  from  the  entries 
Vandover  was  confused  by  their  noise,  and  grew  ang^  in 

But  in  the  end  they  gained  their  point;  they  were  rieht 
and  at  length  Vandover  was  broughraro.md  to  Zt^ft 

rhe:i;ir"'^-r '-  "^ "°  -^^  -ey.^d  i 

putll?;r"f  °'  *°  '"''*  "^^^  ""y  °^  his  bonds  or  to 
put  an  additional  mortgage  upon  the  homestead,  the 

^I'mrarrTr^"""'^-^--'" 
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In  a  moment  of  time  it  was  all  taken  from  him,  all  the 
lovely  bric-i-brac,  all  the  heavy  pieces,  all  the  little  ar- 
ticles of  vertu  which  he  had  bought  with  such  intense 
delight  and  amongst  which  he  had  lived  with  such  hap- 
piness,  such   contentment,  such  never-failing  pleasure. 
Everything  went  —  the  Renaissance  portraits,  the  pipe- 
rack,  the  chair  in  which  the  Old  Gentleman  had  died,  the 
Assyrian  haa-reliefa  and,  worst  of  all,  the  stove,  the  famous 
tiled  stove,  the  delightful  cheery  iron  stove  with  the  beau- 
tiful flamboyant  ornaments.    For  the  first  few  months 
after  the  seizure  Vandover  was  furious  with  rage  and  dis- 
appointment, persuaded  that  he  could  never  live  any- 
where but  in  just  such  a  room;  it  was  as  if  he  had  been 
uprooted  and  cast  away  upon  some  barren,  uncongenial 
soil.    His  new  room  in  the  hotel  filled  him  with  horror, 
and  for  a  long  time  he  used  it  only  as  a  place  where  he 
could  sleep  and  wash.    For  a  long  time  even  his  pliable 
character  refused  to  fit  itself  to  such  surroundings,  refused 
to  be  content  between  four  enormous  white  walls,  a  stuc- 
coed ceiling,  and  a  dark  red  carpet.    He  passed  most  of  his 
time  elsewhere,  reading  the  papers  at  the   Mechanics 
Library  in  the  morning,  and  in  the  afternoon  sitting  about 
the  hotel  office  and  parlours  until  it  was  time  to  take  his 
usual  little  four  o'clock  stroll  on  Kearney  and  Market 
streets.    He  had  long  since  become  a  familiar  figure  on 
this  promenade.    Even  the  women  and  girls  of  Flossie's 
type  had  ceased  to  be  interested  in  this  tall,  thin  yoimg 
man  with  the  tired,  heavy  eyes  and  blue-white  face.    One 
day,  however,  a  curious  incident  did  for  a  moment  invest 
Vandover  with  a  sudden  dramatic  interest.    It  was  just 
after  he  had  moved  down  to  the  Lick  House,  about  a 
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month  after  he  had  «.ld  the  blocV  in  the  Million.  Van- 
dover  wa,  standing  at  I..tu's  u  nUin  at  the  ^rner  ^ 
Kearney  and  Marlcet  streets,  i^cerested  in  waS«  . 

tumble.    All  at  once  he  fell  over  flat  into  the  sl^ 
jostlmg  one  of  the  flower  venders  and  nearly    'slS 
h.m      Hestruck  theground  with  a  sodden  sho^k'hS 

S  Jir'r  '■  ?  "^  '"''  "•"'"«  '-y  into  h  m^ 
Bew,Wered  he  .eked  himself  up;  very  few  had  seen  him 
all  but  a  httle  crowd  gather..!  for  all  that.  One  asked 
rf  the  man  was  drunk,  and  Vandover.  terrified  lest  the 
pol.  ^man  should  caU  the  pat«,l  wagon,  hurried  off  to  a 
basement  barber  shop  near  by.  where  he  brushed  his 
c.thes.t.U  bewilder...  confu^.  wondering  how^^h^S 

The  fearful  nervous  crisis  which  Vandover  had  under- 
gone had  passed  off  slowly.    Little  by  little,  bit  by  b 
he  had  got  himself  in  hand  again.    Howeve  .  the  quel; 
numbness  m  h.s  head  remained,  and  as  soon  a.  he  con^T 
trated  hjs  attention  on  any  certain  line  of  thought   as 

late  at  mght.  the  numbness  increased.    Somewhere  back 
of  h>s  eyes  a  strange  blurring  mist  would  seem  to  rise 
he  would  find  :t  impossible  to  keep  his  mind  fixed  upon 

httle  lo^  their  meaning.    A    3rst  this  had  be.:n  a  source 

tomfof  ''""'*°""-  ^  '-««littobetherm^! 
toms  of  some  approaching  .ental  collapse,  but,  as  the 
weeks  went  by  and  nothing  unusual  occurred,  he  blmc 
used  to  .t,  and  refused  to  let  it  worry  him.  If  it  mS 
head  feel  queer  to  read,  the  remedy  was  easy  enough  - 


^JiU:     I 
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he  simply  would  not  read;  and  though  he  had  been  •  gi«at 
reader,  and  at  one  time  had  been  UMd  to  spend  many 
delightful  afternoons  lost  in  the  pages  of  a  novel,  he  now 
gave  it  all  up  with  an  easy  indifference. 

But,  besides  all  this,  the  attack  had  left  hira  with  nerves 
all  unstrung;  even  his  little  afternoon  walk  on  Kearney 
and  Market  streets  exhausted  him;  any  trifling  and  sudden 
noise,  the  dosing  of  a  door,  the  striking  of  a  clock,  would 
cause  him  to  start  from  his  place  with  a  gasp  and  a  quick 
catch  at  the  heart.  Toward  evening  this  little  spasm  of 
nerves  would  sometimes  come  upon  him  even  when  there 
was  nothing  to  cause  it,  and  now  he  could  no  longer  drop 
off  to  sleep  without  first  undergoing  a  whole  series  of 
these  recoib  and  starts,  that  would  sometimes  bring  him 
violently  up  to  a  sitting  posture,  his  breath  coming  short 
and  quick,  his  heart  galloping,  startled  at  he  knew  not 
what. 

At  first  he  had  intended  to  see  a  doctor,  but  he  had  put 
off  carrying  his  intention  into  effect  until  he  had  grown 
accustomed  to  the  whole  matter;  otherwise,  he  was  well 
enough,  his  appetite  was  good,  and  when  he  finally  did 
get  to  sleep  he  would  not  wake  up  for  a  good  eight  hours. 
One  evening,  however,  about  three  months  after  the 
first  crisis  and  just  as  Vandover  was  becoming  well  ac- 
customed to  the  condition  of  body  and  mind  in  which  it 
had  left  him,  the  second  attack  came  on.  It  was  fearful, 
much  wor^e  than  on  the  first  occasion,  and  this  time  there 
was  no  room  for  doubt.  Vandover  knew  that  for  the 
moment  he  was  actually  insane. 

Ellis  had  been  with  Vandover  most  of  that  afternoon,  the 
two  had  been  playing  cards  in  Vandover's  room  until  nearly 
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•ix  o'clock.    All  the  .ftemoon  they  h«l  been  Hrinl,- 
whuky  while  they  nlaved  «nH  K  .         ''""'"•"B 

them  h«l  any  .pJeSte     Eli       ^  '"PP«'-«"«  "«*''«  of 
ing  that  i/Te  Z.M      .        "''"'^  '°  «°  ''°'^'  d^^'*" 

that  it  w«  not  the  wwir    plr  "      ^T'  ''•' ''"'"' 

All  »k:  u   1.  J  .  .  .    "^ "''  ^weumg  to  enormous  size 

fensation.    ,„  his  distortX"u\";Ta:ctTattr''' 
m  some  manner  chanrins  that  h.  VT       •  ''^ 
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coming  out  of  one  of  the  theatres,  and  told  him  a  story 
that  Haight  did  not  believe.  Ellis  was  very  pale,  and  he 
seemed  to  young  Haight  to  be  trying  to  keep  down  some 
tremendous  excitement. 

"If  he  was  drunk,"  said  Ellis,  "it  was  the  strangest 
drunk  I  ever  saw.  He  came  back  into  the  room  on  all 
fours  —  not  on  his  hands  and  knees,  you  understand,  but 
running  along  the  floor  upon  the  palms  of  his  hands  and  his 
toes  —  and  he  pushed  the  door  of  the  room  open  with  his 
head,  nuzzling  at  the  crack  like  any  dog.  Ch,  it  was  hor- 
rible. /  don't  know  what's  the  matter  with  Van.  You 
should  have  seen  him;  his  head  was  hanging  way  down, 
and  swinging  from  side  to  side  as  he  came  along;  it  shook 
all  his  hair  over  his  eyes.  He  kept  rattling  his  teeth 
together,  and  every  now  and  then  he  would  say,  way  down 
in  his  throat  so  it  sounded  like  growls,  'Wolf  —  wolf  — 
wolf.'  I  got  hold  of  him  and  pulled  him  up  to  his  feet. 
It  was  just  as  though  he  was  asleep,  and  when  I  shook  him 
he  came  to  all  at  once  and  began  to  laugh.  'What's  the 
matter.  Van?'  says  I.  'What  are  you  crawling  on  the 
floor  that  way  for?'  'I'm  damned  if  I  know,'  says  lie, 
rubbing  his  eyes.  'I  guess  I  must  have  been  out  of  my 
head.  Too  much  whisky!'  Then  he  says:  'Put  me  to 
bed,  will  you.  Bandy?  I  feel  all  gone  in.'  Well,  I  put 
him  to  bed  and  went  out  to  get  some  bromide  of  potassium; 
he  said  that  made  him  sleep  and  kept  his  nerves  steady. 
Coming  back,  I  met  a  bell-boy  just  outside  of  Van's  door, 
and  told  him  to  ask  the  hotel  doctor  to  come  up.  You 
see,  I  had  not  opened  the  door  of  the  room  yet,  and  while 
I  was  talking  to  the  bell-boy  I  could  hear  the  sound  of 
something  four-footed  going  back  and  forth  inside  the 
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yery  low,  grumbling  to  himself.    But  helTto  al 

o Jn".^sT-  ■  *°  ""''  °"*  ""*«**  --««^«  for  -y 

.oSli^ti^Lr'^^-"^^— ^"-'^e. 

''Lycanthropy.Matheris.  I  never  heard  the  name  be- 
fore-some kmd  of  nervous  disease.  I  guess  ^h^ 
been  hatting  up  a  pretty  «pid  gait,  and  l^lZ^ 
he  s  had  a  good  deal  to  worry  him,  too."  ^"^ 

exh'!rte?°K"  ?  ""■";  P"^^  "«•  •--"«  Vandover 
Etrr^'  ^  '  "^  '""«'•"«'  ''^  ''•"Jth  impaired 

Every  day  he  seemed  to  grow  thimier.  great  bior  ^01 

looked  blue  and  tightly  drawn.  By  degrees  a  d«.^  i 
overcame  him  permanently.  nothi^g'S^  f,  J^^  ^'^^ 
noUnng  ^med  worth  while.  Not  only  were  ^11™' 
out  of  tmje.  but  they  were  jaded,  deadened,  slack  Xv 
wer«  Lke  harpstrings  that  had  been  plaved  «r^  1 
and  «.  violently  that  now  they'l^^rior  Z^Z 
unless  swept  with  a  very  whirlwind 

vi~  t'".i!"^-^°'^r"'  '^'"''"^*'  ^'^  '«t»™«J  again  to 
v,ce.  to  U>e  vce  that  was  knitted  into  him  now,  fiCfor 

ent«e  po  session  of  him.  But  he  no  longer  found  pleS 
uneven  m  vice;  once  it  had  been  his  arnLme"  now"' 
was  hxs  occupation.     It  was  the  only  thing  that  s^Iei 


878  VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 

to  ease  the  horrible  nervousness  that  of  late  had  begun  to 
prey  upon  him  constantly. 

But  though  nothing  could  amuse  him,  on  the  other  hand 
nothing  could  worry  him;  in  the  end  the  very  riot  of  his 
nerves  ceased  even  to  annoy  him.  He  had  arrived  at  a 
state  of  absolute  indifference.  He  had  sc  often  rear- 
ranged his  pliable  nature  to  suit  his  changing  environment 
that  at  last  he  found  that  he  could  be  content  in  almost  any 
circumstances.  He  had  no  pleasures,  no  cares,  no  am- 
bitions, no  regrets,  no  hopes.  It  was  mere  passive  exist- 
ence, an  inert,  plantlike  vegetation,  the  moment's  pause 
before  the  final  decay,  the  last  inevitable  rot. 

One  day  after  he  had  been  living  nearly  a  year  at  the 
Lick  House,  Adams  &  Brunt,  the  real  estate  agents,  sent 
him  word  that  they  had  an  offer  for  his  property  on  Cal- 
ifornia Street.  It  was  the  homestead.  The  English 
gentleman,  the  president  of  the  fruit  syndicate  who  had 
rented  the  house  of  Vandover,  was  now  willing  to  buy  it. 
His  business  was  by  this  time  on  a  firm  and  paying  basis 
and  he  had  decided  to  make  his  home  in  San  Francisco. 
He  offered  twenty-five  thousand  dollars  for  the  house, 
including  the  furniture. 

Brunt  had  several  talks  with  Vandover  and  easily  in- 
duced him  to  sell.  "You  can  figure  it  out  for  yourself, 
Mr.  Vandover,"  he  said,  as  he  pointed  out  his  own  cal- 
culations to  him;  "property  has  been  going  down  in  the 
city  for  the  last  ten  years,  and  it  will  continue  to  do  so 
until  we  can  get  a  competing  railroad  through.  Better 
sell  when  you  can,  and  twenty-five  thousand  is  a  fair 
price.  Of  course,  you  will  have  to  pay  off  the  mortgage; 
you  won't  get  but  about  fifteen  thousand  out  of  it,  but  at 
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Wtr  W  tS:  We^r  "-f  -  *<>  ""^  back  his 
formerly  li^e^  Zl  "^k  f f'^T  ''""'^  ^  '''»^<=b '»« I""! 

It  was.  torture  to  think  that  o»l,„.  k     j     .  ^' 

would  tend  the  fZ^  ^i  I^d  fl  t  «^  ^is  "wu 
•rtove  that  had  its  mLs  t  ^"""'^y'^*  '''"ve.  a 
person.  .  stove  that^^t^  t  TI^T  fl  '^^  "^« 
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would  bring  back  this  furniture  to  him.  At  first  its  ab- 
sence had  been  a  matter  for  the  kuenest  regret  and  grief. 
He  had  been  so  used  to  pleasant  surroundings  that  he 
languished  in  his  new  quarters  as  in  a  prison.  His  indul- 
gent, luxurious  character  continually  hungered  after  sub- 
dued, harmonious  colours,  pictures,  ornaments,  and  soft 
rugs.  His  imagination  was  forever  covering  the  white 
walls  with  rough  stone-blue  paper,  and  pkicing  screens, 
divans,  and  window-seats  in  different  parts  of  the  cold  bare 
room.  One  morning  he  had  even  gone  so  far  as  to  pin 
about  the  walls  little  placards  which  he  had  painted 
with  a  twisted  roU  Of  the  hotel  letter-paper  dipped  ioto 
the  ink-stand.  "Pipe-rack  Here."  "Mona  Lisa  Here." 
"Stove  Here."  "Window-seat  Here."  He  had  left 
them  up  there  ever  since,  in  spite  of  the  chambermaid's 
protests  and  Ellis'  dimisy  satire. 

Now,  however,  he  had  plenty  of  money.  He  would 
have  his  furniture  back  within  the  week.  He  came  back 
from  the  bank,  the  money  in  his  pocket,  and  went  up  to 
the  room  directly,  with  some  vague  intention  of  writing 
to  the  proprietors  of  the  apartment  house  at  once.  But 
as  he  shut  the  door  behind  him,  leaning  his  back  against 
it  and  looking  about,  he  suddenly  realized  that  his  old- 
time  desire  was  passed;  he  had  become  so  used  to  these 
surroundings  that  it  now  no  longer  made  any  difference 
to  him  whether  or  not  they  were  cheerless,  lamentable, 
barren.  It  was  like  all  his  other  little  ambitions  —  he  had 
lost  the  taste  for  them,  nothing  made  much  difference 
after  all.     His  money  had  come  too  late. 

Why  should  he  spend  hb  five  hundred  dollars  on  some- 
thing that  could  no  longer  amuse  him?    It  would  be  much 
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T*  *°  ^"d  it  aU  in  having  a  good  time  sou.ewhe«_ 
-T^'  dinners  with  Flossie,  or  betting  onllfLs 

tTeL21™t  "m*'^"'"*-    I^-^^ethat^n 
these  alternatives  would  not  amuse  him  very  much  - 1,! 
wodd  faU  back  upon  them  as  things  of  S     ptrll^ 
matter  eveiythmg  was  an  ennui,  and  Vandover  b^anto 
long  for  some  new  pleasu..  some  violent  untid  ^it^ 

Jrue"oiS:;^.tr^4--rbe^^ 

B«is  and  his  frien'dteVm^y.'^S^:';  rS"''  ^"^ 

Z^^Zl'^''-'  -«-^^e  tTZe Tm^ 
•n  r  na^  ^\'°"""  °*  '^'  ^"^P^^-  -retimes  even 
m  the  parlours  of  certain  houses,  amid  the  mtmnur  of 

Ws^ey  would  be  drunk  four  nighU  of  the  ^  anl 
on  the^  occasions  it  was  taciUy   miderstood   teW 

=r:??hi?o::^- 1- ~^-  ^°  - 

ties     Tl,-„     1       J  ,r  ^f*"  *°  J°™  tJiese  par- 

ses. They  played  Van  John  at  five  dollars  a  comer 
Vandover  won  as  often  as  he  lost,  but  the  habit  of  J^" 
grew  upon  him  steadily.  ^^ 

wJrr^  j'r?  °'"'°"'^  *"  ''^«"^«  •'^  *«  jay  upon 

which  he  had  drawn  his  five  hund«d.  Vandove^  T^ 
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around  to  the  Imperial  looking  for  his  two  mends.    He 
found  Elba  drinking  whisky  aU  alone  in  one  of  the  little 
rooms,  as  was  his  custom;  fifteen  minutes  later  the  Dummy 
and  Flossie  joined  them.    Flossie  had  grown  stouter  since 
Vandover  had  first  known  her.  nearly  ten  years  ago.    She 
had  a  double  chin,  and  puffy,  discoloured  pockets  had 
come  under  her  eyes.    Now  her  hair  was  dyed,  her  cheeks 
and  hps  rouged,  and  her  former  air  of  health  and  good 
spmtsgone.    She  never  laughed.    She  had  smoked  so 
many  cigarettes  that  now  her  voice  hardly  roie  above  a 
whisper.    At  one  time  she  had  been  accustomed  to  boast 
that  she  never  drank,  and  it  had  been  one  of  her  pecul- 
iarities for  which  sht  ,^as  weU  known.     But  on  this  occa- 
sion she  joined  EUis  la  his  whisky.    She  had  long  since 
departed  from  her  old-time  rule  of  temperance,  and  nowa- 
days drank  nothing  else  but  whisky.    She  had  even  be- 
come  weU  known  for  the  quantity  of  whisky  she  could  drink. 
For  half  an  hour  the  four  sat  around  the  litUe  table, 
taltang  about  the  new,  enormous  Sutro  Baths  that  were 
buildmg  at  that  time.    After  a  while  Flossie  left  them,  and 
the  Dummy  began  to  imitate  the  motions  of  some  one 
deahng  cards,  looking  at  the  same  time  inquiringly  into 
their  faces. 

"How  about  that.  Bandy?"  asked  Vandover.  "Shall 
we  have  a  game  to-night?  " 

The  man  of  few  words  merely  nodded  his  head  and 
drank  off  the  rest  of  his  whisky  at  a  swallow.  They  aU 
went  up  to  Vandover's  room.  Vandover  got  out  the  cards, 
the  cefluloid  chips,  and  a  trtsh  box  o'  cigars.  The  Dummy 
held  up  two  fingers  of  his  left  hand,  shutting  them  to- 
gether afterward  with  his  right  and  making  a  hissing 
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noise  between  his  teeth     H*.  n.:<uw)  u- 

I  i!      ^    ""  """^  "  «".  or.  M  they  eaUed  it   v 
John.    Thev  cut  /«..  k.»i         ^'  .        ^  eaued  it.  Van 

and  yandoItuStttL^irZ"  t^H 

it  toward  the  oi.TlZfZs:^"^''"^' '"'''"»« 
toput  their  rephes  il  wJir  T  *  ""^'^"^  ^°'  *!"«« 
in.;  th.       ^  ^*™8  -  •'^  understood  from  watch 

2,?  tSrS "'  ""^'r  ^*  '"^^  '•««'  -o^^- 

-S  ^e  jrcL°'  tr  "^.'"^ "  --  --y 
-...e-:i^TS£raiijr^- 

tween  Ellis  and  the  DummT   ?         •       ^  ^""^  "''  '"^ 

to  laugh.  andtota'^^oTwastS':^^^'''^--?^ 
sorhw)  in  ti,-  .  spoKen,  each  one  was  ab- 
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wall,  the  room  grew  hot,  the  L^rer  of  foul  warm  air  just 
beneath  the  ceding,  slowly  defending.  The  acrid  tobacco 
smoke  no  longer  rose,  but  hung  in  long,  slow-waving 
thre*^  JUS  above  their  heads.  Th^  played  on  stea^ 
a  gr^t  sUUness  grew  m  the  room,  a  stiUness  broken  only 

^  ml,  ^  "*"'  "*  "^^  ""*  ™»xl"«^  """e  of  Z 
shuffled  cards     Once  Vandover  stopped,  just  time  enough 

to  throw  off  h«  vest,  his  collar,  and  his  scarf.    For  a  mo- 
ment the  luck  seemed  about  to  settle  on  him.    He  was 
still  banking,  and  twice  in  succession  he  drew  Van  John, 
both  toes  winning  heavily  from  the  Dummy,  and  a  litUe 
Uter  tied  EUis  at  twenty  when  the  latter  had  staked  on 
nearly  a  third  of  his  chips.    But  in  the  next  half-dozen 
hands  Elhs  ^t  back  the  lead  again,  wimiing  from  both 
the  others.    Prom  this  time  on  it  was  setUed.    The  luck 
widdenly  dechired  openly  for  Ellis,  the  Dummy  and  Van- 
dover merely  fighting  ior  second  place.    Ellishddhislead- 
at  one  odock  he  was  nearly  fifty  dollars  ahead  of  the 
B^.    The  profound  sUence  of  the  room  seemed  to  widen 
about  them.    After  midnight  the  noises  in  the  hotel  the 
rmpng  of  distant  caU  bells,  the  rattle  of  dishes  from  the 
kitchens,  the  clash  of  closing  elevator  doors,  gradually 
ceased;  only  at  long  intervab  one  heard  the  hurried  step 
of  a  bell-boy  in  the  hall  outside  and  the  clink  of  the  ice  in 
the  water  pitcher  that  he  was  carrying.    Outside  a  great 
quiet  seemed  in  a  sense  to  rise  from  the  sleeping  city,  the 
noues  m  the  streets  died  away.    The  last  electric  car  went 
down  Kearney  Street,  getting  under  way  with  a  lon^ 
mmor  wad.    Occasionally  a  belated  coup6,  a  nighthawk, 
rattled  over  the  cobbles,  while  close  by.  from  over  the 
roofs,  the  taU  slender  stack  upon  the  steam  laundry  puffed 
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tobacco  smoke  Z  ^^71  «  ^""  ^'^*^'  ''^  ^^e 
tin.easo.b.eStl'f:i^^.;-y«-iet«.  By  this 
in  their  fingers     Never  fl        •  "^"^  "'"*  •'•^^""^ 

leave  the  ca^  S^^i  ^nlc"''°^f  *^^  «''"'-» 
with  soda,  his  hand  cl«  ^  *  '"^"'^  "«■"■»'  '°««1 
a  mechanics  g^tl^^r'y  «~P««  ^-  «>«  «'««  with 
not  keep  his  ^Ti     T'' "" ""  •"•='**^ ''«  ~"W 

chewinTtheendShXt.Scaltr''';;''"^  '^^ 
perspiration  stood  in  bSTon^rK"?'^" '"'"''•  ^« 
hands.  runninKdl^JnT^    •    V"*  '"^'^  °^  Vandover's 

his  teeth  ^:.'tzcz:^:''  Tr^^  ^  ^«^"' 

short  through  his  nori  W  f  kT  \"  '""  ''«"'*^« 
his  hands  so  thaMh^'h"  fine  trembhng  had  seized  upon 

heatedroom  nS^JSstofT^  "'^T'"'  "'  ""^  -- 
citytheyph.yed:nT,^X        -    ''""°'*'^^'^''^« 

^l^'L^Z::,  'if;;:  -^- P.aX  a  no 
lost  all  his  iadvl'!?      7  "'*"*"^*^-    handover  had 

«an.b.in^:?;'r;:firdt;,'''^^^ 

drawn  from  the  ban^     EmT^h  J  '  '"^  """^  "^^^ 

Dummy  out  of  the  dW       ^  '•'"^  P««=tically  put  the 

hin.  and  Va^dover    lir    T  *'''.«'»'"^  ^^  »-»--- 

offered  to  seU  rLnf  to  eT^     """f '  ''"'^  ''^  '""^ 

first  time  since  UieZr.     if '^""^  °^  """"•    *"'''  «•« 

since  the  real  gambhng  began  they  commenced 
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to  UDc «  Uttle.  but  in  Aort,  brief  «nt«u*..  ««„riag  by 
mononyllablei  and  by  aigna.  ^^  ~"wwing  oy 

.^  *?*T  ""f  .  '*  *^'  ''^'"  "'•"^  Elli..  holding  up 
Ihe  deck  and  looking  f«m  one  to  the  other.  InaUmtly 
the  Dummy  wwte  ten  dolkra.  in  figurea.  on  hi,  p«i.  .S 

ihowedittohm..  Vandover  looked  at  what  the  Dummy 
had  wntten,  and  aaid :  -^-w 

"Fifteen. 

"Twenty  "  scribbled  the  Dummy,  as  he  watched  Van- 
dover  a  hpg  form  the  word. 

"Twenty-five."  returned  Vandover.  The  Dummy  he.- 
.toted  a  moment  and  then  wrote  "thirty."  Ellia  ahook 
hia  head  aaying.  "I'U  keep  the  bank  myself  at  that." 

Forty  dollara!"  cried  Vandover.  The  Dummy  ahook 
lus  head  leamng  back  in  hb  chair.  Ellia  shoved  the  pack 
rr  ^*„^'''!.*°  Vandover.  and  Vandover  gave  hTa 
twenty-doUar  bill  and  two  red  chipa. 

«  Hi,  ^'^'^T'"  ""^  ^  ''*»'  "°«"'l'  the  Dummy 
atood     on  the  second  card,  for  twelve  chips;  Ellia  bet 
twenty-five  on  hu,  first  card,  and,  as  he  got  the  aecond. 
t«™ed  both  of  them   face    up.    He    had    two   jacka. 
Twenty-five  on  each  of  theae,"  he  aaid.     "I'U  draw  to 
each  one."    Vandover  looked  at  hia  own  card;  it  was  a 
ten-spot     All  at  once  he  grew  reckless,  and  seized  with  a 
sudden  folly,  resolved  to  attempt  a  great  coup.    "Double 
up!    he  ordered.    The  Dummy  set  out  twelve  more  chipa, 
and  EUis  another  fifty,  making  his  bet  an  even  hundred. 
Vandover  began  to  deal  to  EUis.    On  the  first  jack  Ellis 
drew  eighteen  and  stoodat  --     he  first  card  that  fell 
to  the  second  jack  was  an  ace.     "Van  John,"  he  remarked 
qmetly.    The  Dummy  drew  three  cards  and  stood  on 
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nad  drawn  on  his  first  iiu-lr  .„j    "'f  °' ""«  ««l>t«en  he 
John  upon  the  J3    •       ^  T  ''"°*^  ^°'  ""e  Van 

»>«k.  he  had  C  Sf  two  1     ^l^"'  '"'  ""^  P"«*  ^°'  the 
Never  in  histe  hS  Co"*^  ""'  '°""'""'  ''°"-- 
"ever  before  had  he  wol"  IT  "'^^  ''«''  «  «»">«• 
«t  «  sitting.    But  he  I«  '°°"'  """"  ^^t^  <'<'"'>" 

«t  last  was  the  nl.  ^^°*  ***  '^^^  ■■*  *hus.    Here 

nerves,  the  one  ^laT^:^!'"'  '^'^\'^^  ^^  i-ded 
thefailureofhisccZ^J,?  ""T^-  H°^«^«'. 
out  of  the  game.  l£  dSiit*  ^wT"^""*  '^"P'' '«'  -« 
than  half  ot  his  five  ht^S  ^.^  '"'  ''°"'<'  »»»?:  -o« 
Hed«nkoffagh«sof  s^f  *!;  f  "^  ^"^  «°'«'  '"^'^y. 
botUes.  and  got\^  v W  "'  *^'  '^'  "^  ""^  «>'  ">e  siphon 

ing  his'armsCaWr°S.fo::"°f  '  "'"*'  ""^  ''^'«»'- 

i^  very  cauUoJly^^tingCyt;^^  Z^  ^'  ''''■ 
*nd  ten-spots.  Twice  Flu.  °  V*^  *™  **"^'  "^e^. 
but  he  „.f^.  firfuTle!"    sh  '?.'  u  '^"  '''^  «■«  '"""J^' 

«ame.  but  at  lenS^to^  ^uTTi'*'''''  '"''^<^  ^" 
--.gofamatr-o.^^---^^^^^^^ 
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wwe  itiU  pliqrlng.  and  0<e  Dummy  wm  once  mon  k- 
lighting  the  .lump  of  hi.  dg«r.    Elli.  conUnued  to  ded. 
wmnmg  at  ahno.!  eveiy  pUy;  .  g»rt  pUe  of  chip,  and 
monqr  lay  ,t  hi.  eibow.    For  a  few  minute.  Vandover 
watched  the  Dummy',  game,  leaning  forward  in  hi.  chair, 
lu.  elbow,  on  his  Icnee..    Buc  it  wa.  evident  that  the 
Dummy  h«l  l«it  hi.  nerve.    Elli.'  continued  winning, 
had  at  length  demoralized  him.    At  one  time  he  would 
bet  heavily  on  worthlew  card.,  and  at  another  would  throw 
bMk  mne.  and  ten.  for  no  apparent  reawn.    FinaUy 
EUi.  dealt  him  a  queen,  which  he  kept,  betting  ten  chip.. 
Hm  next  card  wa.  a  «!ven-n)ot.    He  .igned  to  EUi.  that 
he  would  stand.    EUi.  drew  twenty  in  three  card..    Van- 
dover could  not  retrain  an  ejcclamation  of  impatience  at 
the  Dummy's  .tupidity.    What  a  fool  a  man  mu.t  be 
to  stand  on  seventeen  with  only  two  in  the  game.    All  at 
once  he  tosred  twenty  dollani  across  the  table  to  Ellis 
8V«ng,  "Give  me  that  in  chips.     I'm  coming  in  again.'' 
Once  more  he  resumed  his  seat  at  the  table,  and  EllU 
dealt  him  a  hand. 

But  Vandover's  interruption  had  for  an  instant  taken 
Ellis  mmd  from  the  game.  He  stirred  in  his  chair  and 
looked  about  the  room,  puflBng  out  his  cheeks  and  blowina 
between  his  lips. 

"Say.  this  room  is  close  enough  to  strangle  you.  Open 
the  wmdow  behind  you.  Van,  you're  neare  ♦  to  it."  As 
Vandover  raised  the  curtain  he  uttered  a  cry-  "Look 
here!  will  you?" 

It  was  morning;  the  city  was  flooded  by  the  light  of  the 
8UU  abeady  an  hour  high.  The  sky  was  without  a  cloud. 
Over  the  roofs  and  amongst  the  gray  maze  of  telegraph 
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"Come  on,  Van!"  «nl  -^^n.   """"""P"!*"- 
waiting  for  yol^     '''^"^  ^"^  impatiently;  "we're 

That  night  decided  it  r^™  tu  .  .• 
o%  ple..„«  waa  gambling  n;^/  *'!??" '  '''^''''^"•» 
the  ca«l»,  the  nawL Tl  •  *  ""•*  '^^  •»«  «»  over 
to  lose,  /or  WsXiCer':?'""  "  '"'  ^-'-""^ 
;t.ble  m.„i..  .  wad  b«nTfrrtSt"S.  ''  r"  ^"'■ 
fi"t  he  had  contented  himS^ti"^'-  ^* 
twenty  or  thirty  dollar,  wl  t"  '  S""""  '"  "hich 

obliged  to  nuj^^e  tZ^",*^:^  !"^"  '^^  ''«'  was 
in  bin.  the  inter^l  2:^^  '"""^  «  «'«'«*  to  arou^ 
iaded  nerve,  c«vS'         ^°  ^""^  *'«'»«"«"'».  that  hi, 

-^""rrt^S:;----7-mtheten 

away  within  a  week     Only  a  L  ""''  '"*''«' 

would  have  stopped  to  reflif  ^^  "«°  ^"ndover 

would  have  «^E  ^.^  ."'^"  ""  °"""^»K  "'  this, 
•tantly  to  C::^,^^*^^^'^^  '^T  ''^  - 
never  so  much  as  occurred  t7K-  «  ***•  °'  resistance 
fifteen  thousand  b^T^'^J^:,  ««!'^<i  "ot  invest  his 
hi«  last  new  craze.  It  w«  nTt^^."""^""'^^  *"  "'"^^^ 
tbat  he  gambled  -  the^^re  Irm^  ""^  ""^  °'  -•'--« 

;n^..-itwason.theTvetrre::;=:;- 
-agancegrewuponVand^tthe^lraf::!:?. 
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hfa  persistent  gambling,  the  desire  of  winning  easily  beina 
balaneed  by  the  impulses  to  spend  quicki?   He  t^  f 
certam  hystencal  delight  in  flinging  away  money  with 
lK,th  hands.    Now  it  was  the  chartering  of  a  yacht  for  a 
ten-days  cru«e  about  the  bay,  or  it  wa.  a  bicycle  bought 
one  week  and  thrown  away  the  next,  a  fresh  suit  of  clothes 
each  month,  gloves  worn  but  once,  gold-pieces  thrust  into 
Flossies  pockets,  suppers  given  to  bouffe  actresses - 
twenty-four-hour  acquaintances  -  a  race-horse  bought 
for  eight  hundred  dollars,  resold  for  two  hundred  ^d 
tifty  -rings  and  scarf-pins  given  away  to  the  women  and 
girls  of  the  Impenal.  and  a  whole  world  of  foUies  that  his 
poor  distorted  wits  conceived  from  hour  to  hour      His 
jud^ent  was  gone,  his  mind  unbalanced.    All  his  life 
Vandover  had  been  sinking  slowly  lower  and  lower;  this 
however.  W.U.  the  beginning  of  the  last  plunge.    The 
process  of  degeneration,   though  inevitable,  had  been 
gradual  as  long  as  he  indulged  generaUy  in  all  forms  of 

vW  K  TJ°i-  "T  '''''°  "  P"^'""  ^°'  °°«  P^ticular 
vice  absorbed  him  that  he  commenced  to  rush  headlong 
to  nis  ruin.  ° 

The  fifteen  thousand  doUars  -  the  price  of  his  old  home 
he  gambled  or  flung  away  in  a  little  less  than  a  year 
He  never  invested  it.  but  ate  into  it  day  after  day.  some- 
times to  pay  his  gambling  debts,  sometimes  to  indulge 
an  absurd  and  extravagant  whim,  sometimes  to  pay  his 
bjl  at  the  Lick  House,  and  sometimes  for  no  reZ  aT 
all^ov.J  simply  by  a  reckless  desire  for  spending 
n^^f},  %rt°i  1  *  '^'^'^  Thanksgiving  day.  nine 
through  the  ladies'  entrance  of  the  Imperial,  going  slowly 
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down  the  passageway,  looking  into  the  little  m„„.       u- 
nght  for  Ellis  or  the  Dummy     The^  hln  Z      °°  ^"' 
inter«,Uegiate  football  game  that  L        ^^^  "  '^"^ 

alone.    In  the  end   how.        u  .^  *°  «"  *°  P'"'*' 

FIi;.        r  '  '•"^^^er.  he  resolved  to  go  whether 

I  got  a  new  kmd  of  liqueur  yesterday  -  has  a  coin,,, 

change  anyway,  if  I  go  out  to  that  gsZ  "  -^e^  J  ""f 
up^o^andover's  ch^rless  ^m.  a^Ellis  be'JaT^aZ 
W.U.  Vandover  agamst  the  folly  of  going  anywhere  inX 

wi:^2"2g^'i.ui^,r,^*«?'"-^-  '"^'-^ 

pie  there     TheVI.        k  uf       '"'°  '  ^  *  "'°»«''«1  P<^ 

Sav   thU  ■         ^  V~*"'"^  P°^*P°"«  *!"=  g^-e  anyway 

"ilSV'^''-^^^-^-     What  do  you  ca^;^: 

The  Dummy  set  down  his  emptied  Mqueur  gh«s  on  the 
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mantelshelf,  and  nodded  approvingly  at  Vandover;  then 
he  scribbled,  "Out  of  sight,"  on  his  tablet. 

"Tastes  like  cough  syrup  and  alcohol,"  growled  Ellis, 
scowling  and  sipping.  "  I  think  a  pint  of  this  would  make 
Uie  Dummy  talk  Dutch.  Keep  it  up.  Dummy,"  he  con- 
tinued, articulating  distinctly  so  that  the  other  could  catch 
the  movement  of  his  lips,  "l^rink  some  more  — make 
you  talk."  Vandover  was  cutting  the  string  around  a 
pasteboard  box  that  had  just  come  from  his  tailor's;  it 
was  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  rough  cheviot,  brown  with 
snmU  checks.  He  dressed  slowly  and  tipped  forward  the 
swinging  mirror  of  the  bureau  to  see  how  the  trousers  set. 
Meanwhile  Ellis  and  the  Dummy  had  got  out  the  cards  and 
chips  from  the  drawer  of  the  eentre-teble  and  had  begun 
a  game. 

"Better  change  your  mind.  Van,"  said  Ellis  without 
raising  his  eyes  from  the  cards. 

"No.  sir."  answered  Van.  "You  don't  know  how  it  L 
—  you  never  were  a  coUege  man.  Why.  I  wouldn't  miss 
a  football  game  for  anything.  Talk  about  your  horse- 
racing,  talk  about  your  baseball  —  I  tell  you  there's  noth- 
ing in  the  world  so  exciting  as  a  hot  football  game."  He 
swung  into  his  long  high-coloured  waterproof  and  stood 
behind  Ellis,  watching  his  game  for  a  moment  while  he 
tied  a  couple  of  long  silk  streamers  to  his  umbrella  handle. 
"  It's  one  of  the  college  colours,"  he  explained.  "  Seems 
like  old  times  back  at  Harvard."  Sllis  snorted  with  con- 
tempt. 

"Such  kids!"  he  growled. 

"I  saw  one  of  the  coaches  go  down  the  street  a  little 
while  ago."  continued  Vandover,   still  watching  Ellis 
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shuffle  and  deal     "Ti.-„  , 

on  top.  and  they  h^  a  biiriM  *  I"'"*^  ~"«««'  ■»«« 
their  cow,  and  ^yj^'  u,  ^°«  f  '•»™--<l  °"t  in 
you  it  made  n.e  wtTl  :^tr:f  ,f-'«'— ditell 
did  not  answer;  it  Zs\.^  Tu^"'^  '«'''"•"  Ellis 
he  and  the  Dummy"  ersel^'"''""*''^'''-    ^oth 

-o  doubt  -.„,d  ZTlTiZtT  t  T"-'  *'"'* 

them  free  of  his  room  and  twT  ^"""^"^^^  "•''de 
when  he  was  away     B^tf*       ^7°^^'^  gambled  there 

to  have  any  oneTtand^Sld  r  rSrTi^^  r  "™ 
mgjhe  began  to  move  about  un!,^'**" ''^P'-'y- 
Jookedathiswatd..  "Bette  "  tT  ^^  ^y  and  by  he 
"you'll  be  late."  ^*  *  """^^  "''•    he  said. 

"Just  a  minute,"  answered  Vo„j 
interested  in  the  gam^  'S  ?'''r'  '°°"  »"*«  »°™ 

about  me.    Oh,  Is^Tch.  .    r°°  ^   ^'°«=  '^°'''*  '«'ther 

«  ^''^  Cnarlie  Gearv  ton  "  i,„ 

"on  another  coach- thor*  »     "^'y- too,    he  eontmu  ,^, 

"There's  a  girl  I  never  likeH  "  „k         j  ^,.. 
always  struck  me  as  beinTo^Slu      ^"^  ^"'^-     "She 
"  A  u        .  .  ^  °°*  ™  these  regular  snohi  " 

*«'t  how,"  »ta™i  V«.dov„;  .,„b^  i^ 


«M  VANDOVER  AND  THE  BRUTE 

Haight  didn't  have  enough  monqr  to  suit  her.  Guen 
she  wants  a  man  that  will  make  his  pile  in  this  town  and 
make  his  way,  too.    Ah,  you  bet! " 

Half  an  hour  later  he  was  stiU  behind  Ellis'  chair. 
Ellis  had  become  so  fidgety  that  he  was  losing  steadily. 
Once  more  he  turned  to  Vandover.  speaking  over  his 
shoulder,  "Come  on.  come  on.  Van,  go  along  to  your  foot- 
ball; you  make  me  nervous  standing  there."  Vandover 
pushed  a  ten-dollar  gold-piece  across  the  table  to  the 
Dummy,  who  was  banking,  and  said : 
"Give  me  that  in  chips.  I'm  coming  in." 
"I  thought  you  were  going  to  the  game?"  inquired 
Ellis. 

"Ah,  the  devil!"  answered  Vandover.  "Too  much 
rain." 

They  had  played  without  interruption  aU  that  after- 
noon, and  for  once  Vandover  had  all  the  luck.  When  they 
broke  up  about  five  o'clock  with  the  understanding  to 
meet  again  in  the  Imperial  at  seven,  he  had  won  nearly  a 
hundred  dollars. 

When  Vandover  went  out  to  keep  this  appointment  he 
found  the  streets -especiaUy  Kearney  and  Market 
streets  — crowded.  It  was  about  half-past  six.  Thefoot- 
baU  game  was  over  and  the  coUege  men  had  returned. 
They  were  everywhere,  marching  about  in  long  files 
chain-gang  fashion,  each  file  headed  by  a  man  beating 
upon  a  gong,  or  parading  the  sidewalks  ten  abreast, 
smging  coUege  songs  or  shouting  their  slogan.  At  every 
moment  one  heard  the  coUege  yells  answering  each  other 
from  street  comer  te  street  comer,  "Rah,  rah,  rah  — 
Rah,  rah,  rah!"    Vandover  found  the  Imperial  crowded 
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with  students  The  barroom  was  packed  to  the  doors 
eve^  one  of  the  little  ^oms  in  the  front  haU  wasZ' 
whde  Floss,  and  Nannie  had  a  great  party  of  Zj^ 
feUows  m  one  of  the  larger  rooms  in  the  rear.  Amonf 
^e  crowd  in  the  bar^n..  three  .embers  of  the  iZf 
team  -  heroes,  with  bandages  about  their  heads  -  wer^ 
breakmg  traming.  smoking  and  drinking  for  the  firit 
tune  in  many  long  weeks.  ' 

Vandover  found  Ellis  and  the  Dummy  leaning  against 
^ewaUmthecrowdedfrontpassage.  Theywe^Si 
bad  humour,  the  Dummy  sulking  because  Flossie  ha] 
left  hun  for  one  of  the  footbaU  men.  the  f uU-back.  a  young 
Wond  g»nt  wjth  two  dislocated  fingers;  Ellis  i^  I  Zl 
b^  he  could  get  no  cocktails  at  the  bar.  only  straight 
dnnks  that  mght- too  much  of  a  crowd.  These  daln 
college  sports  thought  they  owned  the  town.  "Ah  let's 
^  out  of  here.  Van!"  he  called  over  the  heads  olll 
throng  as  soon  as  Vandover  came  in  sight 

They  went  out  into  the  street  and  started  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  restaurant  where  they  had  decided  to  eat  their 
T^anl-givngdmner.    After  leaving  Vandover  that  after- 

and  had  explamed  to  him  the  bill  of  fare  that  Vandover 
the  Dummy,  and  himself  had  arranged  dming  thei^ 
lunch  at  the  Lick  House.  The  streets  hfTrelaSint" 
momentaorqmet-it  was  between  half-past  six  and  seven 
-and  most  of  the  coUege  men  were  gathe«d  into  the 
hot^andcaf^seatmgdimier.  About  an  hour  later  they 
would  reappear  again  for  a  moment  on  their  way  to  the 
thMtre,  which  they  were  to  attend  in  a  body 
But  Vandover  suddenly  discovered  that  he  could  not 
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eat  a  mouthful,  the  smell  of  food  revolted  him,  and  littte 
by  little  an  irregular  twitching  had  overcome  hu  hands 
and  forearms. 

He  had  received  a  great  shock.  That  same  evening,  as 
he  was  leaving  the  hotel,  the  clerk  at  the  ofiSce  had  handed 
him  some  letters  that  had  accumulated  in  his  box.  Van- 
dover  could  never  think  to  ask  for  his  mail  in  the  morning 
as  he  went  in  to  breakfast.  Something  was  surely  wrong 
with  his  head  of  late.  Every  day  he  found  it  harder  and 
harder  to  remember  things.  There  were  three  letters 
altogether:  one  was  the  tailor's  bill  mailed  the  same  day 
that  his  last  suit  had  been  finished;  a  second  was  an 
advertisement  announcing  the  near  opening  of  the  Sutro 
Baths  that  were  building  at  that  time;  and  the  third 
a  notice  from  the  bank  calling  his  attention  to  the  fact 
that  his  account  was  overdrawn  by  some  sixty  dollars. 

At  first  Vandover  did  not  see  the  meaning  of  this  notice, 
and  thrust  it  back  in  his  pocket  together  with  the  tailor's 
bill;  then  slowly  an  idea  struggled  into  his  mind.  Was 
it  possible  that  he  no  longer  had  any  money  at  the  bank? 
Was  his  fifteen  thousand  gone?  Prom  time  to  time  his 
bank-book  had  been  balanced,  and  invariably  during  the 
first  days  of  each  month  his  checks  had  come  back  to  him, 
used  and  crumpled,  covered  with  strange  signatures  and 
stamped  in  blue  ink;  but  after  the  first  few  months  he  had 
never  paid  the  least  attention  to  these;  he  never  kept 
accoimts,  having  a  veritable  feminine  horror  of  figures. 
But  it  was  absurd  to  think  that  his  taonsy  was  gone. 
Pshaw!  one  could  not  spend  fifteen  thousand  in  nine 
months!  It  was  preposterous!  This  notice  was  some 
technicality  that  he  could  not  understand.    He  would 
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look  into  it  tlie  next  day.    And  so  he  d:3missed  the  weari- 

ZZ  ^^IT  '"'  "■"'•  ^*^  ■*  ^«  °f  his  ThoZ^ 
«  though  ndding  himself  of  some  troublesome  burden 
However    the  idea  persisted.    Somehow.   betw^rS 

W  of  the  printed  form  he  smelt  out  a  fresh  disasTr  Se 
«ad.t  over  agam  and  again.  All  at  once  as  he  stood  in 
the  doorway  of  the  hotel,  turning  up  the  coUar  of  hS 
waterp.«,f  and  watching  the  littie  pools  in  the  hollows  of 
the  asphalt  pavement  to  see  if  it  we.*  still  raining,  the 
conv,ct.on  came  upon  him.  In  a  second  he  knew  that 
he  was  rmned.  The  true  meaning  of  the  notice  Lale 
apparent  w^th  the  swiftness  of  a  great  flash  of  Ught  Se 
had  spent  hM  fifteen  thousand  dollars! 

The  blow  was  strong  enough,  sudden  enough  to  pene- 
trate even  Vandover's  clouded  and  distorted  wi«  hL 
nerves  were  gone  in  a  minute,  a  sudden  stupefying  numb- 
nessfeU  upon  h«  brain,  and  the  fearof  something  u^nown 
^e^mensemjreasoning  terror  that  had  gripped  him  for 
the  first  time  the  morning  after  Ida  Wade's  suicide  came 
back  upon  hun.  horrible,  crushing,  so  that  he  had  to  shut 
his  teeth  agamst  a  wild  hysterical  desire  to  rush  through 
the  streets  screaming  and  waving  his  arms 

By  the  time  the  three  friends  had  rea<:hed  the  restau- 
rant where  they  were  to  eat  their  Thanksgiving  dinner. 
Vandover  s  appetite  had  given  place  to  a  loatJiing  of  the 
very  smeU  of  food,  his  nervousness  was  fast  approaching 
hystena.  the  httle  nerve  clusters  aU  over  his  body  seemed 
to  be  cnspmg  and  writhing  like  balls  of  tiny  serpents, 
at  mtervals  he  would  twitch  sharply  as  though  starUed 
at  some  sudden  noise,  his  breath  coming  short,  his  heart 
beafangqmck. 
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They  had  their  dinner  in  one  of  the  private  rootna  of 
the  restaurant  on  the  second  floor.    All  through  the  meal 
Vandover  struggled  to  keep  himself  in  hand,  fighting  with 
all  his  strength  against  this  reappearance  of  his  old  enemy, 
this  sudden  return  of  the  dreadful  crisis,  determined  not 
to  make  an  exhibition  of  himself  before  the  others.     He 
pretended  to  eat,  and  forced  himself  to  talk,  joining  in 
with  Ellis,  who  was  badgering  the  Dummy  about  Flossie. 
The  proper  thing  to  do  was  to  fill  the  Dummy 's  glass  while 
his  attention  was  otherwise  absorbed,  and  in  the  end  to 
get  him  so  dr-iik  that  he  could  talk.    Toward  the  end 
of  the  dinner  Ellis  was  successful.    All  at  once  the  Dummy 
got  upon  his  feet,  his  eyes  were  glazed  with  drunkenness, 
he  swayed  about  in  an  irregular  circle,  holding  up,  now 
by  the  table,  now  by  the  chair-back,  and  now  by  tue  wall 
behind  him.    He  was  very  angry,  exasperated  beyond 
control  by  Ellis'  raillery  and  abuse.    He  forgot  himself 
and  uttered  a  series  of  peculiar  cries  very  faint  and  shrill, 
like  the  sounds  of  a  voice  heard  through  a  telephone  when 
some  imperfection  of  transmission  prevents  one  from  dis- 
tinguishing the  words.    His  mouth  was  wide  open  and 
his  tongue  rolled  about  in  an  absurd  way  between  his 
teeth.    Now  and  then  one  could  catch  a  word  or  two. 
Ellis  went  into  spasms  of  laughter;  holding  his  sides,  gasp- 
ing for  breath.    Vandover  could  not  help  being  amused, 
and  the  two  laughed  at  the  Dummy's  stammering  rage 
until  their  breath  was  spent.     Throughout  the  rest  of  the 
evening  the   Dummy  recommenced  from  time  to  time, 
rising  unsteadily  to  his  feet,  shaking  his  fists,  pouring 
out  a  stream  of  little  ineffectual  birdlike  twitterings,  try- 
ing to  give  Ellis  abuse  for  abuse,  trying  to  talk  long  after 
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it  l«d  ceased  U,  amu^  tk^  other  two.    Elli,  had  been 

h^«l  i^  r  "'^°  '""'= '"°«  «'»«'•  the  Dummy  was 
hopeleMly  drunk;  and  now  Vandover.  who  had  CliT 
.ng  upon  an  empty  .toma.h.  began  to  gT  vT^tt 
-d  bo^terou,     LitUe  by  little  Ellis  W^lf  c^LmeS 

ana  loud.    The  Dummy  jomed  them,  making  a  hideou, 

SjiT?"r  °'""  """"^  *•  affectedSlat  tr 
tended  to  howl  at  it  like  a  litUe  dog  ove,«.me  by  mo^ 
ul  mus,c^    But  suddenly  Ellis  had  an  idea,  ^i^ Tt 
thicklj-.  between  two  hiccoughs-  ^ 

BalfSus'?""'  ''"'  '"  ^""^  ^'•'■^  '•"  -'    Go  on- 
By  this  time  Vandover  was  very  nearly  out  of  his  head 

The  attack  was  fast  approacUng  cuhnination-  straTe 

Go  on.  Van!"  „ged  Ellis,  his  qres  heavy  with  alcoho" 
Go  on.  do  your  dog-act ! "  "conol. 

anXt- °**  "  """u*"  "'""«'' ""  '^'^  ^e  ^-^  snarling 
^t  m^  °"!Lf  ^°'  "'*"  "»'*^'  «"« t^We  Hbout  theb 
feet.  EU.S  roared  with  laughter,  but  suddenly -.eW 
hl'ltt-  .^^•"^^"--''ehadkept'hi^^ 
W.  now  lus  mtox^cation  came  upon  him  in  a  nZ 

the  pupds  themselves  were  contracted;  they  grew  darker 
taking  on  the  colour  of  bitumen.    iuddl^lfT^I^ 

table  with  a  smgle  movement  of  his  arm.    Then  the 
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-Icohd  ovewwne  hin.  .U  in  M  m»t«  t  like  .  poi«,no 
.Ki**^    u  T"^  in  hi.  chair  „d  feU  ««« the  rtrippS 

amu.    He  did  not  move  again. 

In  a  neighbouring  room  young  Haight  had  been  dining 
with  «,me  college  feUows.  fraternity  men.  all  friend.  7t 

He  h«l  h««l  Vandover  and  Elli,  in  the  room  acnTuie 
h«U  and  had  recogmzed  their  voices.  Haight  had  never 
been  a  fnend  of  Elli..  but  no  one.  not  evef  Turner's 
S^chT  "^^  '''"'"^"''  "^^^^  old-time 
Young  Haight  heard  the  noi«.  of  the  falling  crockeiy  a. 
Elh.  swept  the  table  clear,  and  turned  his  h^^" 
l^^mng     There  was  a  moment's  silence  after  this,  and 

.?^*<i  JT"^  ~'"''  '«»'<J«°t  ^  happened,  stepped  out 
into  the  hall  and  stood  there  a  moment  listening  ^  his 

head  inchned  toward  the  closed  door.  He  hLd  no 
««>amng  no  exdamaUons  of  pain,  not  even  any  noise  of 
conversation:  only  th„.ugh  the  closed  door  came  a  steady 
sound  of  barking.  ^^ 

i,^'^'^.^  "^"^  *•*  •'°°'  ""''•  ^^'^  it  »««ked.  as  he 

hi  'iTf'  "•"*  r  *°°*  -P""  ""^  ^''^  ""d.  etching 
hold  of  the  top  jamb.  raised  himself  up  and  looked  down 
through  the  open  space  that  answered  for  a  transom 

of  !ll!^r  TJ""^  ''""•  *^*  ""  ^''^  '^th  the  smeU 
of  cooked  food,  the  fumes  of  whisky,  and  the  acrid  odour 
of  cigar  smoke.  Ellis  had  roUed  from  his  chair  and  lay 
upon  the  floor  sprawling  on  his  face  in  the  wreck  of  the 
able.  Near  to  hmi.  likewise  upon  the  floor,  but  sitting 
up,  h.s  back  against  the  wall,  was  the  Dummy.    He  was 
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muttering  incessuiUy  to  himaelf .  u  if  deUghled  at  having 
found  lit  tongue,  his  head  swaying  on  his  shoulders,  and 
a  strange  murmur,  soft,  birdlike,  meaningless,  like  sounds 
heard  from  a  vast  distance,  coming  from  his  wide-open 
mouth. 

Vandover  was  sitJng  bolt  upright  in  his  chair,  his  hands 
gripping  the  table,  his  eyes  sUring  straight  before  him. 
He  was  barking  incessantly.  It  was  evident  that  now 
he  could  not  stop  himself;  it  was  like  hysterical  laughter, 
a  thing  beyond  his  control.  Twice  young  Haight  caUed 
him  by  name,  kicking  the  door  as  his  leg  hung  against  it. 
At  last  Vandover  heard  him.  Then  as  he  caught  sight  of 
his  face  over  the  door  he  raised  his  upper  lip  above  his 
teeth  and  snarled  at  him.  long  and  viciously. 

As  Haight  dropped  down  into  the  hall  a  waiter  came 
rumiing  up;  he,  too,  had  heard  the  noise  of  the  breaking 
dishes.  As  he  thrust  his  key  into  the  lock  he  paused  a 
moment,  listening  and  looking  in  a  puzzled  way  at  young 
Haight.  "They  have  a  dog  in  here,  then?  They  had  no 
dog  when  they  came.    That's  funny ! " 

"Open  the  door."  said  young  Haight  quieUy.  Once 
inside  Haight  went  directly  to  Vandover.  crying  cut: 
"Come!  come  on.  Van!  come  home  with  me."  Vandover 
started  suddenly,  looking  about  him  bewildered,  drawing 
his  hand  across  his  face. 

"Home,"  he  repeated  vaguely;  "yes.  that's  the  idea. 
Let's  go  home.  I  want  to  go  to  bed.  Hello.  Dolly!  where 
did  you  come  from.'  Say.  DoUy,  let  me  teU  you  —  listen 
here  —  come  down  here  close;  you  mustn't  mind  me;  you 
know  I'm  a  wolf  mostly!" 
They  went  down  toward  the  Lick  House.     Vandover 
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Haight  locked  .nn.  with  him;  they  went  on  to«th«ri» 
..lence.  By  thi.  time  the  rt^eU^  e^wS^l^t^ 
^^t«.  we«  over,  and  the  coUege  men  were  on^^^ 
U^  Now  they  we«  .U  gathered  together  into  one  im 

wagon,  and  they  tramped  aimlesaly  to  and  f«>  .bout 

thehe^  the  band  w«  playing  .  p^p^  ,„;,,  ^^^' 

ZTl^'*"'*".'''?'"'*™'"-  T"-' «•«»«»  men  in  the 
Ir  ^  'T  '^'^  °°''  *»«•  »»«»«  »  the  rear  an! 
other  while  the  middle  of  the  column  waa  givenTer" 

.'nV^;r?  ""^"^  °'  "^••"^"-  P<'«--en-.  ru^ 
t^nl^Tl  J"^^"*"'  A' »fted  interval,  the  throng 
would  halt  and  give  the  college  yeU 

"DoUy.  you  and  I  u«rf  to  do  that."  «»id  Va^do.K, 

lookj.^  a^te,  the  proce«ion.     He  had  him«df  weU  in 

hand  by  this  tmie.     "What  was  the  matter  with  me  Wk 

there  at  the  «,Uu,ant.  DoUy?"  he  asked  after  a  whfle. 

Oh.  you  d  been  drinking  a  good  deal.  I  guess."  an- 

"Yes.  I  know,"  answered  Vandover  quickly.    "Fan- 

wol?  Th^^tw  *"  °' "  •^*'  *<«"'*  I—ne  kind  of 
wolf?  I  have  that  notion  sometimes  and  I  can't  get  it 
out  of  my  head.    It's  curious  just  the  same  " 

They  went  up  to  Vandover's  room.  Vandover  lit  the 
gas.  but  he  could  hardly  keep  back  an  exclamatio"  1  Se 
glare  suddenly  struck  young  Haighfs  face.  What  in 
^aven  »  name  was  the  matter  with  his  old-time  chum? 
He  seemed  to  be  bhghted.  shattered,  struck  down  by  some 
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tt«gludm^eA.pw«ck<rflu.li/e.    Vandover  w«  look- 
uig  at  a  ruined  man. 

J^t^"^'  "J""^'"  T'"""*^  ^•°''°^"'  "-»«»•»  hap- 
pened to  you?    You  look  like  a  death's-head.  m«^ 

What*  gone  wrong?    Aren't  you  weU?" 

moment  they  looked  at  each  other  without  speaking 
There  wa.  no  nustaking  the  fearful  grief  that  .moulderS 
behind  Haighf.  duU.  U.tle«  eyes.    For  a  moment  vZ 

fearful  condiUon  of  mind  and  body. 

lv.Tir'  i!!:.^^ ^^"  ^"^'"^  ^'"»''"^'«    "We  used  to 
oe  pretty  good  chums,  not  so  long  ago  " 

^  rl?T^  ir"*  "^""^  "^"^^  «««•>»  the  one  to 

^-'rZr^ne       """'"'■  ^'"'°^'''  *''''  ''^''''^•°«  -" 

Young  Haight  passed  his  hand  over  his  face  before  he 

lim^''  ''"'"'''"'*  """•'^  *'"'»  ''^  fi"8"«  t«">bled 
iiJte  an  old  man  s. 

ChaSrefn  tT""^'  "^"^  °'«''*'  ^•'"'  ^l'*"  y°"  «d 

lamaUs  and  beer,  and  a  glass  broke  in  that  pecuUar  wa^ 
and  I  cut  my  lip?"  '• 

Vandover  nodded,  foreing  his  attention  against  the 
alcohohc  fumes,  to  follow  his  friend's  words 
"We  went  down  to  the  Imperial  afterward."  Haight 
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continued,  "and  ran  into  Ellis,  and  we  had  something 
more  to  eat.  Do  you  remember  that  as  we  sat  there, 
Toby.thewaiter,  brought  Flossie  in,  and  she  sat  there  with 
us  a  while?" 

He  paused,  choosing  his  words.  Vandover  listened 
closely,  trying  to  recall  the  incident. 

"She  kissed  me,"  said  youag  Haight  slowly,  "and  the 
court-plaster  came  off.  You  know  I  never  had  anything 
to  do  with  women.  Van.  I  always  tried  to  keep  away  from 
them.  But  that's  where  my  life  practicaUy  came  to  an 
end." 

"You  mean "  began  Vandover.    "You  mean  — 

that  you  —  that  Flossie ?" 

Haight  nodded. 

"Good  God!  I  can't  believe  it.  It's  not  possible! 
I  know  Flossie!" 

Haight  shook  his  head,  smiling  grimly. 

"I  can't  help  that,  Van,"  said  he.  "There's  no  denying 
facts,  there's  no  other  possible  explanation !  As  soon  as  I 
knew,  I  went  to  the  doctors  here,  and  then  I  went  to  New 
York  for  treatment,  but  there's  no  hope.  I  didn't  know, 
you  see.  I  didn't  believe  it  possible.  Turner  Ravis  and 
I  were  engaged.  I  waited  too  long!  There's  only  one 
escape  for  me  now."  His  voice  dropped,  he  stared  for  a 
moment  at  the  floor.  Then  he  straightened  up,  and  said 
in  a  different  tone,  "But,  damn  it.  Van,  let's  not  talk 
about  it!  I'm  haunted  with  the  thing  day  and  night. 
I  want  to  talk  to  you!  I  want  to  talk  to  you  seriously. 
You  know  you  are  ruining  yourself,  old  man ! " 
^^  But  Vandover  interrupted  him  with  a  gesture,  saying, 
"Don't  go  on,  Dolly;  it  isn't  the  least  use.    There  iccu 
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a  time  for  that,  but  th  .t  was  loug  :,,o.    I  used  to  care 
I  used  to  be  Sony  and  .1!  ;.hat.  but  .'m  not  now.    S 

rr  ';°^,™'°-»7<»Jy  -  your  case  it  wasn'  you^ 
ault  It  s  too  late  for  me  now.  and  I'm  even  not  sorry 
that  .t  ^  too  late.  DoUy.  I  don't  v>arU  to  pull  up.  Y^ 
can  t  .magine  a  man  fallen  as  low  as  that,  can  you?  I 
cojJdn  t  unagmeit  myself  a  few  years  ago.    I'm  going 

r^ht  straight  to  the  devil  now.andyoumightasweUstanI 
as.de  and  give  me  a  free  course,  for  I'm  bound  to  get  there 
sooner  or  later.  I  suppose  you  would  think  thaVa  ma^ 
who  could  see  this  as  plainly  as  I  do  would  be  afraid,  would 
have  remorse  and  aU  that  .sort  of  thing.  WeU.  I  did  at 
hrst.  I U  never  forget  the  night  when  I  first  saw  it;  came 
near  shootmg  myself,  but  I  got  over  it.  and  now  I'm  used 
Lv  \  »°"y' ^  ««»  0^  uoed  to  almo^  anything." 

Nothmg  makes  much  difference  to  me  nowadays  -  only 
I  hke  to  play  cards.  Ixx.k  here!"  he  went  on,  Lying  ou^ 
the  nobce  from  the  bank  upon  the  table,  "this  came  to- 
day. You  see  what  it  is!  I  sold  the  old  house  on  Cali- 
orma  Street.  WeU.  I've  gambled  away  that  money  in 
less  than  a  year  It  seems  that  I'm  a  financial  ruin  now. 
hi  "t^  5^°  *°  '*"*  -  "^  "^'^  "^^^  it  ^"'"e- 

tl^IighJ^"'  '"^'  ''"'^'°*  "'  ^"""  «*"'■"«  ''^^ 

After  young  Haight  was  gone.  Vandover  went  to  bed 
turmng  out  the  gas  and  drawing  down  the  window  half- 
way from  the  top.  The  wine  had  made  him  sleepy- 
he  was  dropping  away  into  a  very  grateful  doze  when  a 
sudden  shock,  a  violent  leap  of  eveiy  nerve  in  his  body 
brought  hmi  up  to  a  sitting  posture,  gasping  for  breath," 
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his  heart  fluttering,  his  hands  beating  at  the  empty  Sir.  He 
settled  down  agam,  turning  upon  his  piUow,  closing  his  eyes, 
veiy  weaiy,  longing  for  a  good  night's  sleep.    DoUy 
Haight's  terrible  story,  his  unjustified  fate,  and  the  hope- 
less tragedy  of  it.  came  back  to  him.    Vandover  would 
gladly  have  changed  places  with  him.    Young  Haight 
had  the  affection  and  respect  of  even  those  that  knew. 
He,  Vandover,  had  thrown  away  his  friends'  love  and 
their  esteem  with  the  rest  of  tiie  tilings  he  had  once  valued. 
His  tiioughts,  released  from  aU  control  of  his  will,  began  to 
come  and  go  through  his  head  with  incredible  rapidity, 
confused  ideas,  half-remcmbcred  scenes,  incidents  of  the 
past  few  days,  bits  and  ends  of  conversation  recalled  for 
no  especial  reason,  all  gaUoping  across  his  brain  like  a  long 
herd  of  terrified  horses;  an  exciiement  grew  upon  him,  a 
strange  thriU  of  exhilaration.    He  was  broad  awake  now. 
but  suddenly  his  left  leg,  his  left  arm  and  wrist,  all  his  left 
side  jerked  with  the  suddenness  of  a  sprung  trap;  so  violent 
was  the  shock  that  the  entire  bed  shook  and  creaked  witii 
it.    Then  the  inevitable  reaction  followed,  the  slow  crisp- 
ing and  torsion  of  his  nerves,  twisting  upon  each  other  like 
a  vast  swarm  of  tiny  serpents;  it  seemed  to  begin  with  his 
ankles,  spreading  slowly  to  every  part  of  his  body;  it  was  a 
veritable  torture,  so  poignant  that  Vandover  groaned 
under  it,  shutting  his  eyes.    He  could  not  keep  quiet  a 
second  —  to  lie  in  bed  was  an  impossibility;  he  threw  the 
bed-clothes  from  him  and  sprang  up.    He  did  not  light  the 
gas,  but  threw  on  his  batiirobe  and  began  to  walk  the 
floor.    Even  as  he  walked,  his  eyelids  drooped  lower  and 
lower.    The  need  of  sleep  overcame  him  like  a  narcotic, 
but  as  soon  as  he  was  about  to  lose  himself  he  would  be 
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suddenly  and  violently  awakened  hv  fl. 

thesameiangUngreco/ofhisn^t     Tht.T  f'^''- 
head  seemed  to  sweU-  next   if  ^hen  his  hands  and 

room  was  too  sn^L  hTm     H^h"      ""'''  *'""'  "'""« 

and  leaning  upon  his  J^.  WkllT  """  ^'^  ^"'^"'^ 

The  clouds  had  begun  to  break,  the  rain  w-  -  <n..w     ., 

oeasmg.  leaving  i„  the  air  a  damp/freslrelT';).         .  w 

weta^phaltand  the  odour  of  dijt^^^^^^^ 

vast  realh  172,  11 "      "*  ^"^  "«^*  ''"'^''^  him  the 

«-eful  smokesta^Sed  Id?;  tl"'  "'  '"'V'""'''' 
ually  the  little  flock  oLh  te  el!t W  ?'  f  ~"*'"- 

brave  and  eav  bnt  •   T     '!,*''''* '"^^ '"to  the  air  very 

couraged.  dSartenS  td  t"^^  •'"'°'"*^'^'  ''^' 

^er  the  night.  ^1^2:^ ^Tt^Sf  tT  "t 

-:rkStu2thf„-^4'--"^^^^^^^ 
jhe  college  5orr:grLTthT;:;rer  ^^^^^^ 

den^who  still  continued  to  hold  the  stS  '  "'  ''"" 

Kah.rah.rah!    Rah,  rah.  rah'" 

ke  poured  „„,  n.      ' "    '    ,""'''  °'  PO"»lu».    Ai 
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he  muttered  to  himself,  "Now  I'm  going  to  have  a  night  of 
it."    He  began  to  walk  the  floor  again  with  great  strides, 
fighting  with  all  his  pitiful,  shattered  mind  against  the 
increasing  hysteria,  trying  to  keep  out  of  his  brain  the 
strange  hallucination  that  assaUed  it  from  time  to  time, 
the  hallucination  of  a  thing  four-footed,  a  thing  that 
sulked  and  snarled.     The  hotel  grew  quiet;  a  watchman 
went  down  the  haU  turning  out  each  alternate  gas  jet. 
Just  outside  of  the  door  was  a  burner  in  a  red  globe,  fixed 
at  a  stair  landing  to  show  the  exit  in   case  of  fire. 
This  burned  all  night  and  it  streamed  through  the  tran- 
som of  Vandover's  room,  splotching  the  ceiling  with  a 
great  square  of  red  light.     Vandover  was  in  torment, 
overcome  now  by  that  same  fear  with  which  he  had  at 
last  become  so  familiar,  the  unreasoning  terror  of  some- 
thing unknown.    He  uttered  an  exclamation,  a  suppressed 
cry  of  despair,  of  misery,  and  then  suddenly  checked  him- 
self, astonished,  seized  with  the  fancy  that  his  cry  was  not 
human,  was  not  of  himself,  but  of  something  four-footed, 
the  snarl  of  some  exasperated  brute.    He  paused  abruptly 
in  his  walk,  !i.«tening,  for  what  he  did  not  know.    The 
silence  of  the  great  city  spread  itself  around  him,  like  the 
still  waters  of  some  vast  lagoon.     Through  the  silence  he 
heard  the  noise  of  the  throng  of  eoUege  youths.    They 
were  returning,  doubling  upon  their  line  of  march.    A 
long  puff  of  tepid  air  breathing  through  the  open  window 
brought  to  his  ears  the  distant  joyous  sound  of  their 
slogan: 
"  Rah,  rah,  rah !    Rah,  rah,  rah ! " 
They  passed  by  along  the  adjacent  street,  their  sounds 
growing  faint.    Vandover  took  up  his  re.stless  pacing 
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•gam.    Little  by  little  fl,»  i,  11    •      . 

wolf  -  the  beast  -  whatever  fr^  T     '  «"''''•    '^^^ 
to  moment.    But  with  »in,-        *     ,'"™'«>m  moment 

H.  fought  ag^mrtM:;' ti«:  :^::rth': '°"«''  "^"^-^^ 

at  these  periodical  interval  '^„"'"t*'"?*  "^^"^''n.e  him 
tightly  clenched  thafSI  Wli/''  ""•.!•"  ''^'^^  - 
nails  bit  into  the  palm     if         .^'^  '"''**'  *^»'  t^^ 

wayhispersonalitjtdeJ^LTrth^^ 

himself,  the  real  Vandover  ^t  ]  "^■"^  ^^ 

Vandover  that  llS  blk  JZt"'  ^l^  ""^  "" 
there  was  the  wolf  ihe  h^    T     u  "^  ""'  '°'"°^:  t^^" 

that  lived  in  haTlL  a^lj^'^'^^T  '^^^  «=-»'"-  -- 
striving  to  gain  the        ^  '^^^^'^  ^^l^  hi""  now 

was  a  third  se«.7oi"T'=  "t  '"^  °'  ""'  '^- 
aside  and  watch^i  t^  SfloTtir.!:  ""*'  ''"''  '"^ 
fought  against  his  Za  ''*^'"  *'°-    »"*  as  he 

ness  that  came  unon  v,;       .',•*"«  ^neer  numb- 

enwrapped  his  LT  «kt  ,1^  alSTr  .''=  '^^'^'^  '' 
vaguer  than  ever.  dwin^eS  2  ^  '  *^^  ^'^  ««=^ 
itseemedtobeLs^SrtJ  P^^-d.  ^'"«'«>- 
this  the  sense  of  then!^.n?  eonsc.ousness,  for  after 
to  him.    He  cealedTo  t  ^°^'  ^'^ ''™  ''"d  W"«d 

I^  inteUectu^:i;°,^2;'-"^  "'"'*  ''^  ''-  '•°-«- 

2.^----sri-tr:ftf 
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side  to  side  with  the  movement  of  his  gait.   He  had  become 

so  nervous  that  the  restraint  imposed  upon  his  freedom  of 

movement  by  his  bathrobe  and  his  loose  night-clothes 

chafed  and  irriUted  him.    At  length  he  ha<I  stripped  off 

everything. 

Suddenly  and  without  the  slightest  warning  Vandover's 
hands  came  slowly  above  his  head  and  he  dropped  for- 
ward, landing  upon  his  palms.  All  in  an  instant  he  had 
given  way,  yielding  in  a  second  to  the  strange  halluci- 
nation of  that  four-footed  thing  that  sulked  and  snarled. 
Now  without  a  moment's  stop  he  ran  back  and  forth  along 
the  wsU  of  the  room,  upon  the  palms  of  his  hands  and 
his  toes,  a  ludicrous  figure,  like  that  of  certain  clowns 
one  sees  at  the  circus,  contortionists  walking  about  the 
sawdust,  imitating  some  kind  of  enormous  dog.  Still  he 
swung  his  head  from  side  to  side  with  the  motion  of  his 
shuffling  gait,  his  eyes  dull  and  fixed.  At  long  intervals 
he  uttered  a  sound,  half  word,  half  ciy,  "Wolf —  wolf!" 
but  it  was  muffled,  indistinct,  raucous,  coming  more  from 
his  throat  than  from  his  lips.  It  might  easily  have  been 
the  growl  of  an  animal.  A  long  time  passed.  Naked, 
four-footed,  Vandover  ran  back  and  forth  the  length  of 
the  room. 

By  an  hour  after  midnight  the  sky  was  clear,  all  the 
stars  were  out,  the  moon  a  thin,  low-swinging  scimitar, 
set  behind  the  black  mass  of  the  roofs  of  the  city,  leaving, 
a  pale  bluish  light  that  seemed  to  come  from  all  quarters' 
of  the  horizon.  As  the  great  stillness  grew  more  and  more 
complete,  the  persistent  puffing  of  the  slender  tin  stack, 
the  throe  gay  and  joyous  little  noises,  each  sounding  like  a 
note  of  discreet  laughter  interrupted  by  a  cough,  became 
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clear  and  distinct     Tn«M«  .1. 

Worn  out.  y^i^tr;:^j:r''^'^-^'^y 

upon  his  face  with  a  long  Cti     Hef''^  '"^'"^ 
at  last.    The  remnant    f*u  ^*  V  still,  sleeping 

went  down  an  Xn°  ster*'""'  °'  """^^"^  »- 
doganforthelasuS  Ar  T""^  ""^'^  «"l«'«*d 
dow.softenedasi  wZb/i'^"'*  ^""'^  ""^  "P^"  -'»- 
through  which  ittlSS^^"''  ""^  '"■  ""'^^  ^^'^  •'"-P. 
V^'**'"^'    Bah.  rah,  rah!" 

beneath  t^of  the  hWe  nl^ '""' "''?  ""^  °*  "-«=  "»- 
read.  "Stove  here" '^SoS^C"^''''^  '""'  ^'  ^"^ 


CHAPTER  SEVE>rrEEN 

On  a  certain  Saturday  morning  two  years  later  Van- 
dover  awoke  in  his  room  at  the  Reno  House,  the  room  he 
had  now  occupied  for  fifteen  months. 

One  might  almost  say  that  he  had  been  expeUed  from 
the  Lick  House.    For  a  time  he  had  tried  to  retain  his 
room  there  with  the  idea  of  paying  his  bills  by  the  money 
he  should  win  at  gambling.    But  his  bad  luck  was  now 
become  a  settled  thing  —  ahnost  invariably  he  lost.    At 
last  EUis  and  the  Dummy  had  refused  to  play  with  him, 
since  he  was  never  able  to  pay  them  when  they  won! 
They  had  had  a  great  quarrel.    Ellis  broke  with  him  sul- 
lenly, growling  wrathf  ully  under  his  heavy  moustache,  and 
the  Dummy  had  written  upon  his  pad  —  so  hastUy  and 
angrily  that  the  words  could  hardly  be  read  — that  he 
would  not  play  with  professional  gamblers,  men  who 
supported  themselves  by  their  winnings.    Damn  it!  one 
had  to  be  a  gentleman. 

Next,  Vandover  had  tried  to  borrow  some  money  of 
Charlie  Geary.  Geary  had  told  him  that  he  could  not 
afford  as  much  as  Vandover  needed.  Then  Vandover 
became  enraged.  He  had  long  smce  seen  that  Geaiy  had 
practicaUy  swindled  him  out  of  his  block  in  the  Mission, 
and  at  that  very  moment  the  huge  boot  and  shoe  "con- 
cern" was  completing  the  factory  built  upon  the  ground 
that  Vandover  had  once  owned.    Geary  had  cleared  seven 

SI2 
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thousand  dollars  on  his  "ueal  "    H;.  ^      .       . 
old-time  friend  fi/tv  ^„.i  His  refusal  to  loan  his 

Perated  VaTdlf  L'^S^C^f  ^  -^^^  '•ad  e«s. 
Vandover  told  Gea.y  .Hat  he  th^ht^rj^^f,:  .^- 
very  plain  words.    They  shouted  "swi„L"J'i    "" 

way  to  the  street  he  J^^i^"  ^  "  '*"''  '*"**'"«  '»»'^- 
foldeduponhriLis  m  ."''  '""^  '°*°  '^^  """^ 
had  a  sudden  ':,Srof  ^Z^T"^"^  '"  ^'^  -"»  "e 
barked  and  whined  under  VebS^"'  ""'°"  '""''"'^  '«•'' 

h::^eTo7oteZ?h:^  r  --  ««^^  -^^ 

been  the  influen^o  r.  ^  "°*  *'"=  "'  ""«'>'  ''»-- 
">i«Ht  have  CZ::^eZ:.7^CT''^.'r  '' 
sense  of  honour  and  integntv      A^  ''"°"'''''  '" 

bring  hiniself  to  f ee IvIJ  ^  ^5"*'-  '"t"'"'''  ""^ 
Haight  would  not  proseSte  Zi  f„  ..  T.*^'*  '^'""'« 
traded  upon  Haight  W^l       u     u    ""^  '''^""esty:  he 

be  had  ^^emX:::^zzL^£:i'''r ''"' 

not  even  wonder  at  his  o™  h  »•««  Va„dover  did 

A  few  years  ago  ^s  ^Ld^a  eX:  2  '^^""°"- 
character  was  so  changed  that  IL^.»  ""'=  '"''"  *■" 
consistent.     He  bJd^     J.  ^*  '**'"«'  ^"""ehow 

for  him.  He  had  Iff  ,?  ^ °*  ''"«''*'«  W-'J^bip 
«end.  hut  nethVrlirrt  S^t^":''^^'':' 
much  difference  to  h.m  now  Nothmg  made 

nree  days  after  he  had  stolen  young  Haighfs 
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money  Inrtead  of  paying  his  bill,  with  the  amount,  he 
gambled  It  away  in  a  back  room  of  a  new  cM  on  Market 
Street  w,th  Toby,  the  red^yed  waiter  from  the  Imperial, 
and  a  certam  German  "profeMor."  a  bflliard  marker, 
who  wore  a  waistcoat  figured  with  little  designs  of  the 
Eiffel  Tower,  and  who  Was  a  third  owner  in  a  trotting  mare 
named  Tomato  Ketchup. 

Vandover  was  now  left  with  only  his  bonds,  his  U.  S 
4  per  cents.    These  brought  him  in  but  sixty-nine  dol- 
lars  a  quarter,  or  as  he  had  had  it  arranged,  twenty-three 
dollars  a  month.    Just  at  this  time,  as  if  by  a  miracle,  a 
venUb  e  God  from  ihe  Machine.  Vandover's  lawyer.  Mr. 
Field,  found  hin.  r.-:  opportunity  to  earn  some  money. 
tor  the  first  and  only  time  in  his  life  Vandover  knew  what 
It  was  to  work  for  a  living.    The  work  that  Field  secured 
for  h.m  was  the  work  of  painting  those  little  pictures  on 
the  lacquered  surface  of  iron  safes,  those  little  oval  land- 
scapes between  the  lines  of  red  and  gold  lettering  -  land- 
scapes, rugged  gorges,  ocean  steamships  under  all  sail 
mounUin  lakes  with  sailboats  careening  upon  their  sur- 
fa«!s.  the  boat  indicated  by  two  little  triangular  dibs  of 
Chmese  white,  one  for  the  saU  itself  ard  the  other  for  its 
reflection  in  the  water.    Sometimes  even  he  was  called 
upon  to  paint  other  little  pictures  upon  the  sides  of  big 
express  wagons -two  horses,  one  white  and  the  other 
bay,  gallopmg  very  free  in  an  open  field,  their  manes  and 
tads  flymg.  or  a  bulldog,  very  savage,  sitting  upon  a  green 
and  black  safe,  or  the  head  of  a  mastiff  with  a  spiked  collar 
about  his  neck. 

What  with  the  pay  for  this  sort  of  work  and  the  interest 
of  his  bonds,  Vandover  managed  to  lead  a  haphazard  sort 
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iu^rBtt"  '*•"'  ^'^■^ouses  «.d  cheap 
depended  upon  '^  *^'  ••'  ~"'«'  °«-"  ^ 

theo„P,r.  .      ""''''*°  numbness  in  his  brain 

had  iTiiirbZin'i^if  ■'^'^-  ^-^v-'^o- 
w».;./o.hr.etrii^r.iL^tTs^^^^^^^ 

that  they  were  occasionally  foUowed  h„  .  „  . 

ing  and  jerlcin.,  „/  i,;.  "'^  '""""ed  by  a  nervous  twitch- 
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S  ™  M  *°  '^''  ■  '""««""«  *»>'"  '-^.  through 
which  one  could  see  the  button,  of  hi,  ,hirt,  .  dirty  beiS 
full  of  the  cracker  crumb,  from  the  free  lur^Za^ 

they  had  known  lum;  but  one  ,hould  ,ee  that  hat  now! 

Pi  mterest  w  h«  perwnal  appearance.    Of  cour«,  it  wa, 

even  Io,t  regard  for  decency  and  cleanlinc.    He  wa,hed 
himself  but  rarely.    He  had  even  acqui.«l  the  hS  ^ 

Nothing  made  any  difference.      Gradually  hi,  mind 
^w  more  and  more  clouded;  he  became  ,tupfd.  slugS 

with  the  motion  of  hi,  gait.    He  rarely  ,poke:  hi,  eye, 

1  if  f"-  ^J':?'*^-*''-^  hi,  mania  came  u^n 
lum.  the  strange  hallucinaUon  of  something  four-fooS 
^e  persistent  fancy  that  the  brute  in  him  hfd  now  g^^' 
-  large,  so  m^tiable.  that  it  had  taken  everything^^^ 
to  his  very  seU.  his  own  identity  -  that  he  had  hteriy 
^c^thebnue.  The  attack  pa,«rf  off  and  IdUimS^ 
denng,  perplexed. 

fifteen  months,  was  a  s6rt  of  hotel  on  Sacramento  Street 
Mow  Kearney  The  neighbourhood  was  low- ju,*^ 
the  edge  of  the  Barbaiy  Coast,  abounding  in  JoZ 
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/or  iecond-luad  clothing.  «loon.  nawn.k 
bird..tow..  and  the  .h^.T?^' "^        "•"' »^-«t»«». 

which  the  ad^i::;:;*:^',^  "rr'*  'f  •  •  '"^•' »» 

Underneath  the  hotei  r  thf^l^^"'"''' «-«• 
••loons,  a  barber  ,hoD  and  »  kL  ^'  "''^  ''^o 

•odger,  thenuelves  wll/,K^°'  manufactoiy.    The 

and  Danes,  farmhands  JIT^T  ''°^"«''''  Swedes 
from  distant  pa^o?S'efXaf  7  '"'  --P-n^her, 
anese  cooks  «„d  se^n^M  '''°''*  ''°°«"''  ''"d  Jap- 

advertised  C^Z^^'^'^  ""^'•^  *''-  -•»"«  they 

permitted  himself  to  ftter  Z    r'"*  '"^''' '"' '""' 
•nd  which  had  led  M„  1  J^"**"""*  ^  «»««  We. 

•^-tanJ!'  ulVuZZZT^:  """r  ""^ 
seeking  a  lower  lev^l  „„ii     ..'*"' him  were  forever 

Jhe  filS.  andl^ri'r^.'TnC^rfr '"''^'^'^ 
be  prone,  to  be  inert  and  s^  "^  ^''"^'  """t""*  *<> 

^'tZn:T^r:!:,l'^^f'^<^^'^^rofr^e.    The 

but  the  middle  o7Ctemb^r  tH  "^\  '^°"«''  ^'^^  -" 
«nce  the  Previous  W^^^iH^  '^^^  steadily 
•onged  and  soothing  Se  n  J  f^^  ""™"''  P~- 
Vandover's  room  ^th  :  ^:^2L:d'*  ^J  '"''  f  ? 
room  was  thick  and  foul,  heavy  ^S2t\7  T  1  ""* 
onions,  and  stale  bedding.  Tlfvl  °''^^«' 

no  ventilaUon.    Vandovt  Z  7  '"^''  """*  w"" 

dozing  under  the  S  cZ^^y^"  ""=  !^  '"^  -ake. 

p-  withthee,cepr:fi-si--rtrwr 
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aU  his  clothes.    He  was  glad  to  be  warm,  to  be  stupefied 
by  the  heat  of  the  bedding  and  the  bad  air  of  the  room 

In  the  next  room  a  Portuguese  fruit  vender,  very  drunk 
was  fighting  with  the  tin  pitcher  aud  pasteboard  bowl  on 
his  wash-stand,  tiying  to  wet  his  head,  swearing  and  mak- 
ing a  hideous  clatter.    At  length  he  tipped  them  over  upon 
the  floor  aad  gave  the  pitcher  a  great  kick.    The  noise 
roused  Vandover;  he  sat  up  in  bed.  stretching,  rubbing 
his  hands  over  his  face.    About  the  same  moment  the 
clock  m  the  office  downstairs  struck  nine.    Vandover  let 
his  feet  drop  to  the  floor  and  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
looking  vaguely  about  him.    His  face,  ordinarily  very 
pale,  was  oily  from  sleep  and  red  upon  one  side  from  long 
contact  with  the  pillow,  the  marks  of  the  creases  stiU 
showing  upon  his  cheek.    His  long  straight  hair  fell  about 
his  eyes  and  ears  like  a  tangled  mane.    A  thin  straggling 
beard  and  moustache,  of  a  brown  much  lighter  than  h^ 
hatf.  covered  the  lower  part  of  his  face.    His  nose  was  long 
and  pmched,  while  brown  and  puffed  pockets  hung  beneath 
his  eyes. 

He  wore  a  white  shirt  very  crumpled  and  dirty,  a  low 
standmg  coUar  and  a  black  four-in-hand  necktie,  very 
greasy.  His  trousers  were  striped  and  of  a  slate  blue 
colour-the  "blue  pants"  of  the  ready-made  clothing 
stores.  StiU  sitting  on  the  bed.  Vandover  continuedhk 
stupid  gaze  about  the  room. 

The  room  was  small,  and  at  some  long-forgotten,  ahnost 
prehistoric  period  had  been  covered  with  a  yellowish 
paper  stamped  with  a  huge  pattern  of  flowers  that  looked 
hke  the  flora  of  a  carboniferous  strata,  a  pattern  repeated 
to  mfimty  wherever  the  eye  turned.    Newspapers  were 
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pasted  upon  the  ceiling  and  a  great  square  of  very  dirty 
matting  covered  the  floor.  There  were  a  few  pieces  of 
furniture,  very  old-fashioned,  made  of  pine,  with  a  black 
walnut  veneer,  two  chairs,  a  washstand  and  the  bed.  A 
great  pile  of  old  newspapers  tied  up  with  bale  rope  was 
kicked  into  one  comer.  Two  gas  brackeU  without  globes 
stretched  forth  their  long  arms  over  the  empty  space 
where  the  bureau  should  have  been.  Under  the  single 
window  was  Vandover's  trunk,  and  upon  it  his  colour  box 
and  pots  of  paint.  His  hat  hung  upon  a  hook  screwed  to 
the  door.  The  hat  had  once  been  black,  but  it  had  long 
since  turned  to  a  greenish  hue,  and  sweat  stains  were  show- 
ing about  the  band. 

Vandover  dressed  slowly.  He  straightened  his  hair 
a  bit  before  the  cheap  mirror  that  hung  over  the  wash- 
stend,  putting  on  his  hat  immediately  after  to  keep  it  in 
place.  He  washed  his  hands  in  the  dirty  water  that  had 
stood  in  his  pasteboard  bowl  since  the  previous  afternoon, 
but  left  his  face  as  it  was.  He  put  on  his  coat,  an  old  cut- 
away which  had  been  his  best  years  ago,  but  which  was 
now  absurdly  small  for  him,  the  breast  all  spotted  and 
streaked  with  old  stains  of  soup  and  gravy.  Last  of  all 
he  drew  on  his  shoes.  They  were  new.  Vandover  had 
bought  them  two  days  before  for  a  dollar  and  ninety  cents. 
They  were  lined  so  as  to  make  socks  superfluous. 

It  had  been  a  bad  w^k  with  Vandover.  The  paint- 
shop  had  given  him  no  work  to  do  for  ten  days,  and  he  had 
been  forced  to  get  along  in  some  way  upon  the  interest  of 
his  bonds  —  that  is  to  say,  upon  five  dollars  and  seventy- 
five  cents  a  week.  Two  dollars  and  seventy-five  cents  of 
this  went  for  his  room  rent,  one  dollar  and  ninety  for  his 
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shoes,  and  Tuesday  afternoon  he  had  bought  a  pack(«e  of 
cigarettes  for  ten  cenU.  By  Saturday  morning  he  had 
spent  seventy-five  cents  for  food. 

When  the  paint-shop  gave  him  enough  work  it  was  Van- 
dover  s  custom  to  buy  a  week's  commuUtion  ticket  at  a 
certam  restaurant.  He  never  ate  at  the  hotel;  it  was  too 
expensive.  By  the  commutation  system  he  could  buy  two 
doUars  and  twenty-five  cents'  worU.  of  meals  for  two 
doUars,  paymg  in  tickets  at  each  meal. 

But  such  a  tiling  had  been  impossible  tills  week.  He 
had  been  foit^d  to  faU  back  upon  tiie  free-lunch  system 
In  two  years  Vandover  had  learned  a  great  deal;  even  his 
dulled  wits  had  been  sharpened  when  it  had  come  to  a 
question  of  food.  The  brute  in  him  might  destroy  aU  his 
finer  quahties.  but  even  tiie  brute  had  to  feed.  When 
work  failed  him  at  tiie  beginning  of  tiie  week  Vandover 
was  not  unprepared  for  tiio  contingency;  tiie  tiling  had 
happened  before  and  he  knev  how  to  meet  it. 

On  Monday  he  beat  up  and  down  tiie  Barbary  Coast 
picking  out  fifteen  or  twenty  saloons  which  supported  a 
free-lunch  counter  in  connection  witii  the  bar.  He  took 
his  breakfast  Monday  morning  at  tiie  first  of  tiiese  He 
paid  five  cents  for  a  glass  of  beer  and  ate  his  morning's 
meal  at  tiie  lunch  counter:  stew,  bread,  and  cheese.  At 
noon  he  made  his  dinner  at  tiie  second  saloon  on  his 
route.  Here  he  had  anotiier  glass  of  beer,  a  great  ph»te 
of  ^■^?,  potato  salad,  and  pretzels.  Thus  he  managed  to 
fe-xl  himself  throughout  the  week. 

It  was  always  his  great  desire  to  feed  weU  at  Sunday's 
dumer,  to  spend  at  least  a  quarter  on  tiiat  meal  It  was 
aomeUiing  to  be  looked  forwanl  to  tiuoughout  tiie  entire 
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week.  But  to  get  twenty-five  cents  ahead  when  he  was 
out  of  work  was  bitter  hard.  That  week  he  had  started 
out  with  the  determinaUon  to  eat  but  two  meab  a  day 
He  would  thus  save  five  cents  daUy  and  by  Sunday  morn- 
ing would  be  thirty  cents  to  the  good.  But  each  day  his 
resolution  broke  down.  At  breakfast  he  would  resolve 
to  go  witiiout  his  lunch,  at  lunch  he  would  make  up  his 
mmd  to  go  without  supper,  and  at  supper  he  would  teU 
himself  that  now  at  least  his  determination  was  irrevo- 
cable -  he  would  eat  no  breakfast  tiie  next  mominf  But 
on  each  and  every  occasion  his  hunger  proved  too  strong, 
his  feet  carried  him  irresistibly  to  Uie  saloon  lunch  coun- 
ters, whetiier  he  would  or  no.  At  no  time  in  his  life 
had  Vandover  accustomed  himself  to  self-denial;  he  could 
hardly  begin  now. 

At  lengtii  Saturday  morning  had  come,  and  while  he  was 
dressing  he  realized  that  he  could  not  look  forward  to  any 
unusual  dinner  the  nert  day  at  noon.    The  disappomt- 
ment  had  aU  the  force  of  an  unexpected  disaster  and  he 
began  keenly  to  regret  his  weakness  of  the  past  week 
Suddenly  Vand.  ver  resolved  that  he  would  go  without 
food  aU  that  day;  it  would  be  a  saving  of  fifteen  cents, 
which,  added  to  the  five  cents  that  he  would  spend  any- 
way for  his  dinner,  would  ahnost  make  a  quarter.    He 
knew  where  he  could  dine  exceUentiy  weU  for  twenty  cents 
However,  he  could  not  make  up  Us  mind  to  go  without 
his  Sunday  morning's  breakfast.    That,  he  told  himself, 
he  must  eat. 

Once  dressed.  Vandover  went  out.  Fortunately,  the 
rain  had  stopped.  He  went  on  down  tiirough  the  reek- 
ing, steaming  streets  to  one  of  the  big  fruit  markets  not 
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not  hard  for  him  to  set  a  thin  .n-w.  „« 

among  his  other  wares.  ^  cracked  open 

nufit"lir"^f-  ^'"''°"'*  ***^«^  *^  '*•«'  of  cocoa, 
nut,  at  the  same  time  drinkine  a  ereat  H«>I  „»     \"^ 

hours  he  deadened  th-  TT^  ,  f^  °'  ^■**'':  '°«' 

He  Dassedtrl-      r      .'^^  °'  """8^  ^y  *^  means. 

under  a  rt  ^  "^        "'''^'^'  "^^  '"''  J""!  fo"«d 
-a,  hoid  outT.rrne/l'S.g  "^  "-* '"'  «•""' 

wht  s:'isra„t2^^."r  r  z  ^r-^ 

noon.    In  an  instant  7L  ^  *°  ""''  ^°' 

crossed  Kearney  Steet  and  w«t  on  dol  Qat*^    f '."I: 
he  reached  the  water  f™„t.    Po,  a  tZhTf    .       *^ 
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sound  of  ta  cannon.  A  weakness,  a  JitUe  trembUng 
ttat  seem^l  to  come  from  the  pit  of  hi,  stomach,  b.gan 
upon  Vandover.  He  was  very  hungry.  Evidently  the 
dice  of  cocoanut  was  no  longer  effective.    He  swaUowed 

"^  u    u*rf"***'  °°*  °*  ^^'^  luJf^ozea  still  left  of  tie 
pack  he  had  bought  the  Tuesday  before. 

He  smoked  the  cigarette  slowly,  inhaling  as  much  of  the 

ZtLe'f^f'-   J^  •l-*-''^  for  an  hour,  but  h 

had  the  folly  to  smoke  again  at  the  end  of  that  time,  and 

at  once  -  as  he  might  have  known  -  was  hungry  again 

Untd  dark  he  struggled  along,  drinking  water  conTmu^lty 

chewmg  chips  of  wood,  toothpicks,  bits  of  straw,  anything 

so  that  the  action  of  his  jaws  might  cheat  the  demands^ 

h«  stomach     Toward  half-past  seven  in  the  evening  he 

returned  to  his  room  in  the  Reno  House.    If  he  could  get 

to  s^«p  that  would  be  best  of  al'     On  the  stairs  of  L 

hotel,  whdegomg  up  to  his  ,00m,  the  strongsmeU  of  cooking 

omonscamesuddenlytohisnostrils.  It  was  delidov  s.  vZ 

dover  breathed  in  the  warm  savour  with  long  sighs,  clos- 

•ng  his  eyes;  a  great  feebleness  overcame  him.    He  asked 

himself  how  he  could  get  through  the  next  twelve  hours. 

watr,  jTi?'  ^l  -T*  *°  ^'  •^«=«'"8hing  from  the 
water  he  had  been  drinking  all  day.  By  this  time  he  had 
torn  the  paper  from  one  of  his  cigarettes  and  was  chewing 

T%^^rT  ^'^'^'"•"■«'««*™«'rt.  an  expedient  which 
he  fell  back  upon  only  in  great  extremity,  as  it  invariably 
made  hm.  sick  to  his  stomach.     He  slept  a  littie.  but  in 

dreadfully.  There  was  nothing  on  his  stomach  to  throw 
up,  and  now  at  length  the  hunger  in  him  raged  like  a  wolf 
Vandover  was  in  veritable  torment. 
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i„?r.'*"'Jr*  ^  ^  *^°"'**-  '"'•y  '««  the  money 
m  ins  podcet.  •  nickel  «.d  two  dimes  He  coJd^J  tf 
he  wanted  to.  could  s^UsIy  this  incessant  c^Z     A^ 

every n.on.«,t the tempUtiong«w5,tronger  l^oJl 
he  wait  until  moniiiw?    He  h«H  tk-  *vny  should 

a  matt*.,  «/  .  /  ^^         .  ^®  ™°°*y!  >*  ''m  only 

Jiut  he  set  im  face  agamst  this  desire;  he  had  held  out 
Lr  ?  """'''  «H,  a  pity  to  giv;  in  Tw;  he  ;L 
ThrZ',"^ ''*'''"•    No.  no:  he  would  not  J" 

fnowi^ttrhS^„rhLii----no, 

lower  animal  aoDetite     Ar«.  i,  ^^  stronger  than  his 
^tuna.  appetite.    No;  he  would  not  give  in. 
Haidly  *  mmute  after  he  had  arrived  at  thi.         i 

mg  hunself  with  one  hand,  dressimf  with  tevJI     ^ 
tate  haste      Wh.*   i.  j   i.  ^^« '""' 'evensh.  precipi- 

He  could  not  stop,  whether  he  would  or  no-  the,^  ™ 
"^  '»"«  --  destroyed  all  his  finer  qualitiesTu^  Tt 
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-ai  demanded  to  be  W.rtai  demanded  to  live.    AU  the 
htUe  monqr  that  Vandover  h«l  «ved  during  the  day  he 
||P«t  that  night  among  the  coffee  hou^T^s^Ziu! 
•nd  the  saloon,  of  the  Barbary  Coast,  continuing  to  ea 
even  after  has  hunger  was  satisfied.    Toward  Sght  I 

S^d  '^"T-'^'^'^^^'^  he  was  flLI  Wm! 
self  face  downward  among  the  coarse  blankets  and  greasy 
~unte,pane.  For  nearly  eight  hou«.  he  slept  profouS^ 
wrth  long  sno,«.  prone,  inert,  crammed  and  gorged  with 

It  was  the  middle  of  Sunday  afternoon  wJ,en  he  awoke 

He  n,used  hm«df  and  going  over  to  the  Plaza  sat  for  a 
fengwhJe  upon  one  of  the  benches.  It  was  a  ve^  bright 
J^temoon  and  Vandover  sat  moUonless  for  a  long^timTin 
the  sun  whde  his  heavy  meal  digested,  very  ha^py,  con" 
tentmerelytobewarm.tobeweUfed.t6beconK,br 


mm 
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That  winter  pa«ed.  then  the  summer;  September  and 

tne  rains  ^t  in.  One  veiy  wet  afternoon  toward  the  end 
of  the  month  Charlie  Geary  sat  at  his  deskrh^  o^ 
pnvate  office  He  was  unoccupied  i^L^^^ 
^  back  in  his  swivel  chair,  his  feet  on  thTuWe 
^okmgaojgar.  Geaiy  had  broken  from  his  old^m; 
habit  of  smokmg  only  so  many  cigars  as  he  could  pay  for 
by^vmgcarfare.  He  was  doing  so  weU  now  that  he  «uU 
^ord  to  smoke  whenever  he  chose.    He  y^Jm^t 

^egreatfirmofBeale&Storey.andwhUenrmSp^S 
^«h.p  as  yet^  had  work.^  up  to  the  position  of  ^  aS- 

ttem  f  ^J"*^  "^  "^  ^'  °^  """'  »  ««at  many  of 
them,  for  the  most  part  damage  suits  against  thanSain 
enor^us  co,po»tion  whom  it  was  said  was  Z>^Z 
«^  and  ent^  state.  Geaiy  posed  as  one  of  its  bitte^st 
enemies,  pushmg  each  suit  brought  against  it  with  al^ 
^  ene,^.  with  a  zeal  that  was  almost  viTdSe  ^J 
b«gan  to  fit  mto  his  own  niche,  in  the  eyes  of  S>  pubh^ 
and  just  m  proportion  as  the  conH,ration  was  hate^ 
Gea^  was  admired.    Money  came  to  him  very  L     He 

His  "deal"  with  Vandover  had  given  him  a  taste  for 
real  estate,  and  now  and  then,  with  the  greatJt^utio" 
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he  made  a  few  ducreet  investments.  At  present  he  had 
just  completed  a  row  of  small  cottages  across  the  street 
from  the  boot  and  shoe  factoiy.  The  cottages  held  two 
rooms  and  a  large  Idtchen.  Geary  had  calcukted  that 
the  boot  and  shoe  concern  would  employ  nearly  a  thou- 
sand operatives,  and  he  had  built  his  row  with  the  view  of 
accommodating  a  few  of  them  who  had  families  and  who 
desired  to  live  near  the  factory.  His  agento  were  Adams 
&  Brunt. 

It  was  toward  half-past  five,  there  was  nothing  more 
that  Geaty  could  do  that  day,  and  for  a  moment  he  leaned 
back  in  his  swivel  chair,  before  going  home,  smiling  a 
little,  very  well  pleased  with  himself.  He  was  still  as 
clever  and  shrewd  as  ever,  still  devoured  with  an  incarnate 
ambition,  still  delighted  when  he  could  get  the  better  of 
any  one.  He  was  yet  a  young  man;  with  the  start  he 
had  secured  for  himself,  and  with  the  exceptional  faculties, 
the  faculties  of  self-confidence  and  "push"  that  he  knew 
himself  to  possess,  there  was  no  telling  to  what  position 
he  might  attain.  He  knew  that  it  was  only  a  question  of 
time  —  of  a  short  time  even  —  when  he  would  be  the 
practical  head  of  the  great  firm.  Everything  he  turned 
his  hand  to  was  a  success.  His  row  of  houses  in  the  Mis- 
sion might  be  enlarged  to  a  veritable  settlement  for  every 
workman  in  the  neighbourhood.  His  youth,  his  clever- 
ness, and  his  ambition,  supported  by  his  money  on  the 
one  hand,  and  on  the  other  by  the  vast  machinery  of  the 
great  law  firm,  could  raise  him  to  a  great  place  in  the 
world  of  men.  Gazing  through  the  little  blue  haze  of 
his  cigar  smoke,  he  began  to  have  vague  ideas,  ideas  of 
advancement,  of  political  successes.    Politics  fascinated 
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him-«ich  •  field  of  Mtion  teemed  to  be  the  domain 
for  which  he  WM  preciaely  raited  —  not  the  politii^  of  the 
a^or  of  the  sUte;  not  the  nasty  UtUe  .quabbling  of 
boodlen,  lobbyists,  and  supervisow,  but  something  large 
something  inspiring,  something  on  a  tremendous  scale,' 
something  to  which  one  could  give  up  one's  whole  life  and 
enwgy.  something  to  which  one  could  sacrifice  everything 
—  fnendships,  fortunes,  scruples,  principles,  life  itself,  no 
matter  what,  anything  to  be  a  "success,"  to  "arrive,"  to 
"get  there."  to  attain  the  desired  object  in  spite  of  the 
whole  world,  to  ride  on  at  it.  trampUng  down  or  smashing 
ttrough  everything  that  stood  in  the  way.  blind,  deaf 
firts  and  teeth  shut  Ught.    Not  the  litUe  squabbling  pol- 
itioi  of  the  city  or  state,  but  national  politics,  the  sway 
a^d  government  of  a  whole  people,  the  House,  the  Senate 
the  cabinet  and  the  next  -  why  not?  -  the  highest,  the 

best  of  aU.  the  Executive.    Yes.  Geaor  aspired  even  to  tiie 
Presidency. 

For  a  moment  he  aUowed  himself  the  indulgence  of  tiie 
ddightful  dream,  then  laughed  a  bit  at  his  own  absurdity. 
But  even  the  entertainment  of  so  vast  an  idea  had  made 
his  mind,  as  it  were,  big;  it  was  hard  to  come  down  to  Uie 
level  again.    In  spite  of  himself  he  went  on  reasoning  in 
stupendous  tiioughts,  in  enormous  ideas,  figuring  witii 
immense  abstractions.    And  then  after  all,  why  not? 
CHher  men  had  striven  and  attained;  oUier  men  were  even 
now  striving,  oibei  wji  would  "arrive";  why  should  not 
he?     As  weU  he  as  anoUier.    Every  man  for  himself — 
Uiat  was  his  maxim.    It  might  be  damned  selfish,  but  it 
was  human  nature:  the  weakest  to  the  waU,  the  strongest 
to  tile  front.    Why  should  not  he  be  in  tiie  front?    Why 
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not  in  tlte  very  front  rank?  Why  not  be  even  before  the 
front  rank  itself  —  the  leader?  Vast,  vague  ideas  passed 
•lowly  across  the  vision  of  his  mind,  ideas  that  could 
hardly  be  formukted  into  thought,  ideas  of  the  infinite  herd 
ot  humuiity.  driven  on  as  if  by  some  enormous,  relentless  en- 
gine, driven  on  toward  some  fearful  distant  bourne,  driven 
on  recklessly  at  headlong  speed.  AU  life  was  but  a  struggle 
to  keep  from  under  those  myriad  spinning  wheeb  that 
dashed  so  close  behind.  Those  were  happiest  who  were 
farthest  to  the  front.  To  lag  behind  was  peril;  to  fall  was 
to  perish,  to  be  ridden  down,  to  be  beaten  to  the  dust,  to 
be  inexorably  crushed  and  blotted  out  beneath  that  myriad 
of  spinning  iron  wheels.  Geary  looked  up  quickly  and 
saw  Vandover  standing  in  the  doorway. 

For  the  moment  Geaty  did  not  recognize  the  gaunt, 
shambling  figure  with  the  long  hair  and  dirty  beard,  the 
greenish  hat.  and  the  streaked  and  spotted  coat,  but  when 
he  did  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  anger  and  exasperation. 

"Look  here!"  he  cried,  "don't  you  think  you'd  better 
knock  before  you  come  in?  " 

Vandover  raised  a  hand  slowly  as  if  in  deprecation,  and 
answered  slowly  and  with  a  feeble,  tremulous  voice,  the 
voice  of  an  old  man:  "I  did  knock.  Mister  Geaiy;  I 
didn't  mean  no  offence."  He  sat  down  on  the  edge  of 
the  nearest  chair,  looking  vaguely  and  stupidly  about  on 
the  floor,  moving  his  head  instead  of  his  eyes,  repeating 
under  his  breath  from  time  to  time,  "No  offence  — no. 
sir  —  no  offence!" 

"Shut  that  door!"  commanded  Geary.  Vandover 
obeyed.  He  wore  no  vest,  and  the  old  cutaway  coat, 
fastened  by  the  single  remaining  button,  exposed  his  shirt 
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to  view.^nuMbly  filthy,  bulging  .t  the  w«rt  like  . 
blou*.    The  "blue  p«,u."  held  up  by  .  ,t^^J^ 

hm.  a  cert«n  odour.  th.t  peculiw  .meU  of  poveT^ZS 
d^l^Uon.  the  .«eU  of  .tie  clothe,  and'^*;^^^^ 
"  Well?  "  mid  Geaiy  abruptly. 

"WeU  "  repeated  Geary,  irritated,  "you  know  I  haven't 
got  aU  the  Ume  in  the  world."    All  at  once  vJ^dovX 

l^tehing.  ti.e  tear,  running  th«.ugh  his  thin,  .par*  be«J 

Ah.  get  on  to  your«lf!"  .houted  Geary    now  ttoT 

oughly  di.gu.ted.    "Quit  that!    Be  a^n    Z  W 

btTth^di^r''"'"    ^"^^^ol^^'jZit 
breath  and^lywiprnghiseye.  with  the  ride  of  hi.Zd. 

bliniir»°th       L  i"  '^^  '*  '"^'  ^"^^^  »■"  '•-'"l  «"<« 
iTTl         *    ^  *^-     "I''"-I'«n  done  for  and 

L^ff  ^  ""CT'  ^'^'  "^  «"^'  y""  "«  I  don't  mean 
no  offence  What  I  want,  you  *e.  i.  to  be  a  man  and  ^ 
give  m  and  not  let  the  wolf  get  me,  and  then  m  TbS 
to  Pa™.  Everything  goes  round  here,  very  dow  ^ 
-em,  far  off;  that',  why  I  can't  get  alol^f.^d  r^*  tSt 
hungry  that  wmetime,  I  twitch  all  over.  I'm  down  I 
am  t  got  another  cent  of  money  and  I  lo.t  my  job  at'the 
pamt-shop.  Ther.',  where  I  drew  down  twenty  doll«, 
a^  week  pamting  hmd««pe.  on  safe.,  you  know! tS 
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cent?    Why.  wh.t  have  you  done  with  your  bond-?" 

Bond.?     repeated  Vandover.  dared  and  bewildered. 

I  am  t  never  had  any  bond..    What  bond.?    Oh.  ye.," 

he  «claimed,  .uddenly  remembering,  "ye.,  I  know,  my 

bond.,  of  courw;  ye.,  yes -well.  I  -  tho«s  -  tho«!,  I 

hijd  to  «11  tho«  bond.  -  had  «,me  debt.,  you  «e,  my 

bo«d  and  my  t«lor'.  bUl.    They  got  out  «,me  »rt  of 

paper  after  me.    Yes,  I  had  forgotten  about  my  bond.. 

X  Io.t  eveiy  damned  one  of  them  playing  card.  -  gambled 

em  all  away.    Ain't  I  no  good?    But  I  was  winner  once 

—  ju.t  m  two  night.  I  won  ten  thoumnd  dollar..    Then  I 

must  have  lo.t  it  again.    You  «=e,  I  get  so  hungiy  some- 

times  that  I  twitch  all  over  -  «,.  just  like  that.    Lend  me 

a  dollar. 

For  a  few  momenU  Geary  wa.  .ilent,  watching  Van- 
dov«  cunoudy,  as  he  sat  in  a  heap  on  the  edge  of  the  chair, 
f umbhng  hi.  greenish  hat .  looking  about  the  floor.  Pre.- 
ently  he  asked: 

"When  did  you  low  your  job  at  the  paint-shop?  " 
"Day  before  yesterday." 
"And  you  are  out  of  work  now?  " 
"Yes,"  answered  Vandover.     "I'm  broke;  I  haven't 
a  cent.    I'm  blest  if  /  know  how  I'm  to  get  along.    Lately 
Ive  been  working  for  a  paint-shop,  painting  land«;ape. 
on  safes.    I  drew  down  fifty  doUars  a  week  there,  but  I've 
lost  my  job." 

"Good  Lord,  Van!"  Geary  suddenly  exclaimed,  nodding 
his  head  toward  him  reflectively.  "I'm  aony  for  you'" 

The  other  laughed.  "Yes;  I  suppo«!  I'm  a  pitiable 
looking  object,  but  I'm  used  to  it.    I  don't  mind  much 
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now  a.  long  as  I  can  We  a  place  to  sleep  and  enough  to 

1  d  be  much  obliged.    You  see   tli.f.     i,  .  r 

wort     T  J„„'f         x\  ''***  *  want  — 

work     I  don  t  want  to  run  any  bunco  game.    I'm  an 

honestman-rmtoohonest.    I  gave  awa^  my  Ll" 

tohelp  another  poor  duck;  gave  him  thousanr^hTZ 

g-dtomewhenlwasonmyuppersandlmeanttotiy 
h«>-  I  was  grateful.  I  signed  a  paper  that  gave  hZ 
eve^  had^  It  was  in  Paris.  ^e«'s  'Z^y 
bonds  went  to.    He  was  a  struggling  artist."  "^ 

'■yo^^r'"  ^t""^'  '"^  *°  be  interested. 

you  might  as  wdl  be  truthful  with  me.    You  can't  lie 

to  me^  Have  you  gambled  away  aU  those  bonds,  or  have 

"Charlie.  I  haven't  a  cent!"  answered  Vandover 
loo^h^ms^r^y^thet^.  "Would  I  be  arou^S 
here  and  trymg  to  get  work  from  you  if  I  had?  ^H 

Z^vfr'-  ^-^-'•-'eH^.y.ninatn! 
«ted  m  U.  S.  4  per  cents.  Well,  first  I  began  to  pawn 
^  when  n^  money  got  short-the  OldSnUeZ^ 

rrtlTu'""'"'^"^""''*^"* ''■«••  then  my  clothes 
Icouldn'tkeepawayfromthecards.    Of  course^ou  «S 

::rre'  t*=  rt^^  -"" "-  --'^  ^  ^"^^ 

ttetv^-  ^'''•^-'-"J"-'  Thenlgottoselli^ 
them.  WeU.  somehow,  they  aU  went.  For  a  time  T  »J 
along  by  the  work  at  the  paint-shop.    Bu"  t^efhlvet 

««nthat„^Iodgmg.pUce,.  His  eye.  sought  the  fllr 
agam,  rolhng  about  stupidly.    "Nearly  a  month,  and 
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that's  what  makes  me  jump  and  tremble  so.  You  ought 
to  see  me  sometimes  -  i^^-r-W  -  and  I  get  to  barking! 
I  m  a  wolf  mostly,  you  know,  or  some  kind  of  an  animal 
some  kmd  of  a  brute.  But  I'd  be  aU  right  if  everythin; 
didn  t  go  round  veiy  slowly,  and  seem  far  ofiF.  But  I'm 
a  wolf.    You  look  out  for  me;  best  take  care  I  don't  bite 

""1    ,Tk    rr"'    "^'^    '*'*  "P  ^°"  "^^^  «t   the 
end  of  the  hall,  veiy  dark,  eight  thousand  doUars  in  a 

green  cloth  sack,  and  lots  of  lights  a-buming.    See  how 
long  my  finger  nails  are  -  regular  claws;  that's  the  wolf 
the  brute!    Why  can't  I  talk  in  my  mouth  instead  of  in 
iny  throat?    That's  *he  devil  of  it.    When  you  paint  on 
steel  and  m.n  your  colours  don't  dry  out  true;  aU  the 
yeUows  turn  green.    But  it  would  'a'  been  aU  straight  if 
they  hadnt  fined  me!    I  never  talked  to  anybody  -  that 
was  my  business,  wasn't  it?    And  when  all  those  eight 
thousand  litUe  lights  begin  to  bum  red.  wV.  of  course 
that  makes  you  nervous!    So  I  have  to  drink  a  great  deal 
of  water  and  chew  butcher's  paper.    That  fools  him  and 
he  thmks  he's  eating.    Just  so  as  I  can  Uy  quiet  in  the 
Flaza  when  the  sun  is  out.    There's  a  hack-stand  there 
you  know,  and  every  time  that  horse  tosses  his  head  so's 
to  get  the  oats  in  the  bottom  of  the  nose-bag  he  jingles 
the  chams  on  the  poles  and.  by  God!  that's  funny;  makes 
me  laugh  every  time;  sounds  gay.  and  the  chain  sparkles 
mighty  pretty!     Oh.  I  don't  complain.     Give  me  a  dollar 
and  I'll  bark  for  you ! " 

Geary  leaned  back  in  his  chair  listening  to  Vandover, 
stouck  with  wonder,  marveUing  at  that  which  his  old 
chum  had  come  to  be.  He  was  sorry  for  him.  too.  yet. 
nevertheless,  he  felt  a  certain  indefinite  satisfaction,  a 
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faint  exultation  over  his  mirfortunes,  glad  that  their  do- 

life  C  enS'ilTn.r.ror  H  ^S"^^  °' 
the  tahU      v.-j  .    7~"""    ""  rapped  sbarply  on 

the  tab  e.    Vandover  straightened  up,  raising  his  ey«: 

You  want  some  work?"  he  demanded. 

Yes;  that's  what  I'm  after."  answered  Vandover 
*ddnig.    I  must  have  it ! "  "naover, 

"Well."  said  Geaiy.  hesitatingly.    "I  can  give  you 
sometbng  to  do.  but  it  wiU  be  pretty  dirty."         "^ 

Vandover  smiled  a  little,  saying.  "I  guess  you  can't 
pve  me  any  work  that  would  be  too  dirty  for  me!"  Tth 
tte  words  he  suddenly  began  to  cy  again.     "I  want  to  S 
honest  Mister  Geary,"  he  e^ds^tL^Z  ^^ 
of  hu,  fingers  across  his  lips;  "I  want  to  beTonest-^^ 
do^  and  I  don't  mean  no  offence.    Charlie,  you  and" 
were  old  chums  once  at  Harvard.    My   God!  to  tWnk 
I  was  a  Harvard  man  once!    Oh.  I'm  a  goner  now  Tdl 
«nt  got  attend.    When  I  was  in  the^iut-Zptey 
^d  me  wen.    I've  been  in  a  paint-shop  htely  pi4 
«d  1^«  :2"  "°  ^"'"^*  '^^^'^  'andso.pes.  yoXo:^ 
and  takes  with  mountams  around  them.    I  pulled  down 
iny  twenty  dollars  and  findings-" 

see"^;l°°\'^Kr-'~'"'  """^  ^"y-  •-^«»  «ve"  to 
se^««h  an  exhibition.     "If  you  can't  be  a  man.  you  «u. 

S^L         •  *•«''"•  '""  «'°"'  "P  •'•'"'  --  -d  in- 
sulted me  m  my  office,  and  cJled  me  a  swindler.    Ah 

at^k«l  „y  ho«.ty  and  chaiged  me  with  shoving  ^ 
queer.    Now  I  never  for«t  «,««.  »k;-,  generajT' 


'  willing  to  let  that  pass  this  time. 


I  could  be  nasty 
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now  and  ten  you  to  rustle  for  yoursdf.    If  you  want  h«Jf 

;.:^"^uTT  IS  """'"^  *"  '^*'  '''^•^  ^-^^ 

you.    jjut  1  dont  propose  to  support  you     Ah    nn.  T 

CI  z  ii? '-'-; !: "-'  '^^'^  ^-  ^^- 

fi^I  shall  «pect  you  to  do  good  work  if  I  give  you  mv 
^  money  for  it.    You  may  be  drunk  now  ^1/1"^ 

Z      »T-  ^        "  *"°''*^  '"'  y°«'  but  I  can't  stop  Z 
longer  this  evening."  ^  ^^ 

Vandovcr  got  upon  his  feet  slowly,  turning  his  greenish 
hat  about  by  the  brin..  nodding  his  head.  "Mn^*^ 
nght.     he^nswered.     "Thank  you  very  muchX^ 

.^n  :^r  '^  °'  ^- ''-  ^-  ^'^  *•«  --S 

When  Geaiy  was  left  alone,  he  walked  slowly  to  his 
wmdow.  and  stood  thereamoment  looking  aimlessidow^ 

at  the  degradation  of  his  old-time  chum     While  h.^Z^ 
there  he  saw  Vandover  come  out  upon  the^S^alkf^ 

uJ^'^°^  P»<^  a  moment  upon  the  sidewalk,  turning 
up  the  collar  of  his  old  cutaway  coat  against  the^M 

both  his  hands  deep  into  his  trousers  pockets   grS 

gether.  shnnkmg  mto  a  smaU  compass  in  order  to  be 
w«m.    n.e  wind  blew  the  tails  of'Z  ^J^  ^i 
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him  like  flapping  wings.    He  went  up  the  rt«et.  walW 
hst,  t«Pmg  to  the  outside  of  the  sidewalk,  his  shouMm 
bent.  h«  head  inclined  against  the  wind,  his  feet  draggim, 
aft^rhun  as  he  walked.    For  a  moment  Geary  lortsj^ 
of  h.m  «md  a  gwup  of  men  who  were  hoisting  a  pi«.o 
upon  a  d«y.    The  street  was  rather  aowded  with  office 
boys,  derks.  and  typewriters  going  home  to  supper,  and 
Geay  did  not  catch  sight  of  him  again  immediately;  then 
aU  at  once  he  saw  him  hesitating  on  a  comer  of  Kearney 
Street,  waitmg  for  an  electric  car  to  pass;  he  crossed  t^ 
street  rumung.  his  hands  =.tiU  in  his  pockets,  and  went  on 
hurn«Uy.  dodgmg  in  and  out  of  the  throng,  his  high 
shoulders  long  neck,  and  greenish  hat  coming  into  sight 
atmteryab.    For  a  moment  he  paused  to  glance  into  Uie 
show  wmdow  of  a  tobs«=onist  and  pipe^er's  store. 
A  Chmese  woman  passed  him.  pattering  along  kmety. 
her  green  jade  ear-rings  twinkling  in  the  light  of  a  street 
lamp,  newly  hghted.    Vandover  looked  after  her  a  mo- 
ment, sazmg  stupidly,  then  suddenly  took  up  his  walk 
fgam.  .ogzagging  amid  the  groups  on  the  asphalt,  strid- 
•^  iJong  at  a  great  pace,  his  head  low  and  swinging  from 
side  tos.de  as  he  walked.    He  was  already  farlo^  the 
rti»et;  It  was  dusk;  Geaiy  could  only  catch  glimpses  of 
his  head  and  shoulders  at  long  intervals.    He  disappeared. 

About  ten  minutes  before  one  the  next  day  as  Gea^r 
c«ne  bade  from  lund.  he  was  surprised  to  see  Vandovw 
peepmg  through  the  half-open  door  of  his  office.  He  had 
not  thought  that  Vandover  would  come  bade 

or  the  many  different  stories  that  Vandover  had  told 
•bout  the  disappearance  of  his  bonds,  the  one  that  was 
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probably  truest  wa.  the  one  that  accounted  for  the  thW 
by  h,8  passion  for  gambling.    For  a  long  time  aftwZ 

advent  at  the  Beno  House  this  passion  hS  been  d« 
he  knew  no  one  with  whom  he  could  pky.  «.d  every  cent 
of  his  mcome  now  went  for  food  and  lodging.    But  one 
day  about  six  months  before  his  visit  to^',  offi^ 
Vandover  saw  that  the  proprietor  of  the  Reno  House  had 
set  up  a  great  bagatelle  board  in  a  comer  of  the  r^ading- 
~om.    A  group  of  men.  sailors.  iBnchmen.  and  fruit 
vender  were   already  playing.    Vandover  approach 
^dwatched  the  game,  very  interested  in  waSTtS 
^^rt^  course  of  the  marble  iog-Jogging  aZ^  the 
pins.    TheclearhttlenoteofthebeUorthedryratUeas 
S^r^     T"^/^^:^  ^to  »-  of  the  lucky  pockets 
thrilled  him  rom  head  to  foot;  his  hands  trembleTaU  at 
once  his  whole  left  side  twitched  sharply 

mo^"*  "^^^i^"  ****  "^  *^"  "^  "^  Vandover's  little 
mon.y  was  decided.    In  two  weeks  he  had  lost  twenty 
doUars  at  bagatelle,  obtaining  the  money  by  selling  a 
portion  of  his  bonds  at  a  certain  broker's  on  Monkery 
fStV-.      «»■>««  he  had  begun  to  gamble  again  Z 
oM  habits  of  extravagance  had  come  back  upon  him. 
From  the  moment  he  knew  that  he  could  get  aU  the  money 
he  wanted  by  the  mere  signing  of  a  paper,  he  ceased  to  te 
gnomical,  scormng  the  former  niggardliness  that  had 
led  hm,  to  starve  on  one  day  that  he  might  feast  the  next- 
now,  ^feasted  every  day.    He  still  kept  his  room  at  the 
Reno  House,  but  instead  of  taking  his  meals  by  any  ticket 
system,  he  began  to  affect  the  restaurants  of  the  Spanish 
quarter,  gorging  himself  with  the  hot  spiced  meals  three 
and  four  times  a  day.    He  quickly  abandoned  the  baga- 
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Wle  board  for  the  card-table,  gambling  furiously  with  two 
rf  the  n^en  Almost  invariably  Vandove!- I6.t.  and 
the  more  he  lost  the  mo«  eager  and  reckless  he  became. 

hoi    '    m1         ^  ^  *''''  *^**y  ""^  of  ^  bonds  and 
^gambled  away  all  but  twenty  doUars  of  the  money 
«oe.ved   rom  the  hst  one  sold.    This  sum.  this  twen^ 
dollars.  Vandover  decided  to  husband  carefully.    It  ww 
«U  Ujat  was  left  between  him  and  starvatior^He  made 
l^hu,  mmd  that  he  must  stop  gambling  and  find  some- 
thmg  to  do.    He  had  long  since  abandoned  his  work  at 
the  pamt^shop.  but  at  this  time  he  returned  there  and  asked 
or  h^  old  occupation.    Thqr  laughed  in  his  face.    Was 
that  the  way  he  thought  ibey  did  business?    Not  much- 
another  man  had  his  Job.  a  much  better  man  and  one  who 
was  reguhtr.  who  could  be  depended  on.    That  same  even- 
ing Vandover  broke  his  twenty  doUars  and  became  ve.y 
drunk     A  game  of  poker  was  started  in  a  back  room  ot 
one  of  the  saloons  on  the  Barbary  Coast.    One  of  the 
players  was  a  rancher  named  Toedt.  a  feUow-boarder  at 

tte  Reno  House,  but  the  two  other  phiyers  were  strangers; 
and  there  m  that  narrow,  dirty  room,  sawdust  on  ttXr 
fetoons  of  fly-specked  red  and  blue  tissue  paper  ado^I 

of  the  Btack  Crook  pasted  on  the  walls,  there  in  the  stiD 
hours  aft«  midnight,  long  after  the  bamK,m  ouUide  had 

^llT^  K^r  "^*'  "^^  ""*  ^'^  «'  handover's 
estate  was  gambled  away. 

The  game  ended  in  a  quarrd.  Vandover.  very  drunk, 
a^d  exan^rated  at  his  ill  luck,  accusing  his  friend  Toedt. 
the  rancher,  of  cheating.  Toedt  kicked  him  in  the  stom- 
ach and  made  him  abominably  sick.    Then  thqr  went 
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away  and  left  Vandover  alone  in  the  little  dirty  room 
racked  mth  nausea,  yeiy  drunk,  fallen  forward  upon  the 
table  and  cymg  into  his  folded  arms.  After  a  little  he 
went  to  sleep,  but  the  nausea  continued,  nevertheless  and 
m  a  few  moments  he  gagged  and  vomited.  He  never 
moved.  He  was  too  drunk  to  wake.  His  hands  and  his 
coat-sleeves,  the  table  aU  about  him,  were  foul  beyond 
words,  but  he  slept  on  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  inert,  stu- 
pefied, a  great  swarm  of  flies  buzzing  about  his  head  and 
face.  It  was  the  day  after  this  that  he  had  come  to  see 
Geary. 

T  j'^.' "  ^^  ^'"^*  "*  ^^  '*'°*  "P-  "'*'*  yU' '« it?  Well. 
I  didn  t  expect  to  see  you  again.  Sit  down  outside  there 
m  the  haU  and  wait  a  few  minutes.  I'm  not  ready  to  go 
yet -or.  wait;  here.  I  tell  you  what  to  do."  Geary  wrote 
off  a  hst  of  articles  on  a  slip  of  paper  and  pushed  it  across 
the  table  toward  Vandover,  together  with  a  litUe  money. 
You  get  those  at  the  nearest  grocery  and  by  the  time  you 
are  back  I'll  be  ready  to  go." 

That  day  Geary  took  Vandover  out  to  the  Mission. 
Thqr  went  out  in  the  cable-car.  Geary  sitting  inside  read- 
ing the  morning's  paper.  Vandover  standing  on  the  front 
platform,  canying  the  tilings  tiiat  Geary  had  told  him  to 
buy :  a  bar  of  soap,  a  scrubbing  brush,  some  wiping  clotiis, 
a  broom,  and  a  pail. 

Almost  at  tiie  end  of  Uie  car-line  they  got  off  and 
crossed  over  to  where  Geary's  property  stood.  Vandover 
looked  about  him.  The  ground  on  which  his  own  block 
had  once  stood  was  now  occupied  by  an  immense  red 
bnck  building  with  wWte  stone  trimmings;  in  front  on 
eiUier  side  of  tiie  main  entrance  were  white  stone  medal- 
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lion.upon  which  werechiMUed  thehead  gf  a  worknum  weww 
uig  the  «,ua»  paper  cap  that  the  workman  never  wear, 
and  a  bent-up  forearm,  the  bicep.  enormou..  the  fist  grip-' 
pu«  the  diort  hammer  that  the  workman  never  u^T 
Ail  enormous  round  chimnqr  sprouted  from  one  comer- 
through  the  open  windows  came  the  vast  purring  of 
rnacbn^ry.  It  was  a  boot  and  dioe  f«rto,y.  buiH^the 
J^^conce™  who  had  bought  the  piece  of  property  f™m 
Geaiy  for  fifteen  thousand  doUars,  the  same  property 
Geaiy  had  bought  from  Vandover  for  eight 

htUe  cottages,  very  neat,  each  having  a  tiny  garfen  in 
front  where  nasturtiums  grew.  There  were  fifteen  of 
these  cottages;  three  of  them  only  were  vacant 

"That  was  my  idea."  observed  Geary,  as  they  ap- 
proached the  row.  willing  to  expkin  even  thouTh  he 
^ught  Vandover  would  not  comprehend,  "and  it  pays 
bkeamtratebed.  I  was  clever  enough  to  see  that  col 
tages  bke  these  were  just  whafs  wanted  by  the  workmen 
m  the  factory  that  have  families.  I  made  some  m^ 
when  I  so^d  out  my  block  to  the  boot  and  shoe  people,  anj 
I  mvested  .t  again  in  these  cottages.  TheyTcLeap 
T^ZT^^!^*^'^'^''^'^'"--^^^"    Vandov« 

n^  f  ♦?'  "•  "^°*'  '"""^  ^'^'^^  »»«>"*  Wm. 

now  at  the  cottages,  now  at  the  great  building  across  the 

street     Geaiy  got  the  keys  to  one  of  the  vacant  cottages 
and  the  two  went  in^de.  ™iiages 

;*Now  here's  what  I  want  you  to  do."  began  Geary, 
pomtmg  about  with  his  stick.  "You  see.  when^^ 
of  these  people  go  out  they  leave  the  rooms  nasty,  and 
that  tells  agamst  the  house  when  parties  come  to  look  at 
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Its,  I  understand." 

"Now  come  out  here  into  the  Idtchen.    Look  at  th«. 
aundor  tub.  and  that  .ink.    See  aU  that  g^,    qZ 

bSiubSt"  rV^-  Nowinhere-lookatthat 
ttZ  \r  ^'*-  ^°"  «*  '«"'  »«ty  they  have  Irft 
th^  Jou  want  to  nuUce  'en.  look  like  new^  ''' 

"Now  come  downstairs.    You  wo  r  »{™  •  ..   . 

"I  see." 
hen  under  here;  sling  t^rr  ;ie  fi^S'S^'^r  " -^  <•-» 

j^SSoTthX^Ltizr^r^r 

iiiBce.     I  ou  get  to  work  right  awav     I  .hnnU 
thn^ycj^ught  to  finUh  this  houTu^  ^LL^""^ 
All  ngkt.    answered  Vwdover. 
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'Tmgoiiig  to  look  around  a  little.  I'll  d«)p  in  .gidii 
in. bout  an  hour  and  iee  how  you're  getting  on^' 

With  «uit  Ge«y  went  away.  It  wa.  Saturday  after- 
noon, wd  a.  the  Uw  office  dosed  at  noon  that^Ge«y 
veiy  often  ^ent  the  time  mitil  evening  lookingd^uTw^ 

.treet.  notmg  each  particukr  hou*  with  immen*  wti- 
facUon  even  entering  some  of  them,  talking  with  the 
womenfolk,  all  the  men  being  at  the  factory. 

Vandover  took  o«f  his  coat,  his  old  and  greasy  cuUwav 
andbeganwork     He  drew  a  pail  of  waterSTth^g^Tn 

thewmdows.  F«.t  he  washed  the  pane,  from  the  insid^ 
very  <«eful  not  to  disturb  Adam.  &  Brunt's  dgns.  «.d 

lu*  body  half  in  and  half  out  of  the  house 
U„^.  ^'^^  ^^""^  immensely.  The  new.  of  the 
landlord  s  VMt  had  spread  from  cottage  to  cottage  awak 
Z*^""''  «°tement  throughout  the  length  of  the 
r^:.-^  .r"*"  "^"'"^  themselves  on  the  step,  or  on 
the  mdewalks.  very  dattemly.  without  cor«rt..  their  hair 
commg  down.  dres«d  in  faded  calico  wrapper,  just  as 

They  bethought  them  of  their  various  grievances,  a  leak 
here,  a  broken  door-beU  there,  a  certain  bad  smell  that 

tihechJdren'.faces.    Th^  waited  for  Geary's  appearTce 

«U  that,  filhng  the  att  with  their  lamentaUons. 

Vandover  had  finidied  with  the  windows.    Now  he  was 
deamng  out  the  sink  and  the  kundry  tubs.    They  smelt 
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v«jUdIy«d  were  .U  foul  with. g«.V„^„^^„y 

Z:  ^'  '^^.^^  u*"*'  '  "'"•  ""^  '"-  "ven  begin. 
nmg  to  form  .bout  the  f«uceU  of  the  tub..    The  t^ 

mto  .t  .g.i„  «.d  M«in  to  get  it  fwe.    The  kitchen^ 

fl.t  beer  duttenrf  the  durty  Aelve,  of  the  pantnr 

Me«,whJeGe«ycontinu.J  his  rounds.    He  went  .bout 
«no^  the  group,  of  hi.  ten.nt..  very  pleased  J^. 
tented,  amihng  ^.bly  upon  them.    He  enkrged  him- 
self, givmg  lum*tf  the  .ir,  of  «,  EngliA  lord  in  the  midst 
of  hu  temintry.  lutemng  to  their  complaint,  with  a  good- 
h^oured  «nile  of  toleration.    A  few  men  were  aZ. 
some  of  whom  we«  out  of  work  for  the  moment;  others 
^were^dc.     To  these  Gea^r  was  parUcukrly  conde- 
-cendmg.    He  «t  m  their  parlour.,  little,  crowded  room^ 
«ndhng  of  rtale  upholstery  and  of  the  Ust  meal.  whe« 
fautted  wonted  tidies,  ve^r  gaudy,  covered  the  back,  of 
the  J«Kercha.r.  and  where  one  ineviUbly  di«overed  the 
whatnot  st«,dmg  w  one  comer,  it.  Selves  filled  with 

T^'^'  r  *^«™°'°«t«"  «»d  little  alabaster  jars. 
A.ped  Lke  funeral  urns,  where  one  kept  the  maties. 
The  wrfe  brought  the  children  in.  veiy  dirty,  looking  «>1. 
emnly  at  Geaiy.  their  eyes  enkrged  in  the  direct  unwink- 
ing gaze  of  cows. 

By  tlus  time  Vandover  had  finished  with  the  sinks  and 
tubs  and  wa.  down  upon  his  hands  and  knees  scrubbing 
the  stam.  of  grease  upon  the  floor  of  the  kitchen  It  was 
veiy  hard  work,  as  his  water  was  cold.  He  was  still  work- 
wg  about  this  spot  when  Geaiy  returned.  By  this  time 
Vandover  was  » tired  that  he  trembled  aU  over,  his  spine 
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well,  how  are  jrou  frtting  on?"  uktd  Gmtv  «  k. 

J«U'm  grtUng  .long."  «plied  V«do,«.  ridn.  «p  u, 
" Yon  wttt  to  liunjr  up."  «Mwei*d  G««y     "You 

'^l  »»**'««••»  to  to.nK»mm'.piip«7 
;;Afl  light;  111  have  h  done."       ^^ 
"Pwttjr  dirty,  wan't  it?" 
"Ye^  pretty  dirty." 

ttujrftenKK*.  tot  be  ««  y«.  h.,.  emything  cfcZd 
np  before  you  leave,"  Gewy  laj, ',  ^^  «!«»nea 

"AH  right."  ««,ered  Vandover,  bending  to  hi.  work 


Jurt  M  Geaiy  waa  leaving  he  had  the  admiraUe  ««i 
Who  inre  houa^-hnntong;  two  young  women  and  a  KtUe 

Jm..  1^  n«r«d  to  one  of  the  b«ndd«,  i,.Zrtoo^ 
the  other  woman  wa«  her  girter.  ••c«««y. 

to^fr*^  *^  ''^*  »»>«  little  hou.e,  veiy  ei,^ 
to  «««  them  ^temmu  then  and  the«.    Helq^ 

^bmg.  .t.  baUuoom  and  ita  one  rtationaT^- 
2«d;  U^tle  g^den  ajjd  it.  locaUon  on  the^jl 
«thert»eet      I  m  a  good  landlorf."  he  «ud  to  them.  a. 
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M  the  wo»«. «  i„rt«.t.  The  two  or  h-  ,  J^u  f? 
boy  looked  down  .t  hin.  on  JI  four.  .  ,.,  rfa  .  rj  The; 
be  went  on  with  hit  work.  "— >r.  ihen 

"Thk  i.  the  kitchen,  you  ^e." p„r.ue..  G.., .        .  „ 
«*  how  krge  .t  i.;  y„„  ^.  ^^  ^^  ^  >'- 

you,  !,«,  rink,  y^  boiler,  everya.",   .1  Z^,"^^ 
^-^.t  .alitUegrin^now.buTS^the  ^l^.  X^J^^^ 

»Um  here  ttdlTlahow  the  baaemenf 

uilstJI!!!^*.*^  '"'''*■  """"^  ««>"«b  the  floor  of 
tbe  htchen. «,  indiatinct.  oontmuou.  n»3  ThTthi 
P-ty  returned  «d  p.„ed  by  V«.dor^  ^^ 
te  •  k,ng  time  in  the  front  ««n,  hagriinTrhno^ 
rented  for  fifteen  dollar.  TI.- «„^^^'  ^^  *»t*«8« 
to  take  ,t  at  that,  but  with  the  underrtandicg  that  (wf 

sTrorXr^ri-:^-  s-  -*^  -^ 

SfoS  """*  '*^  "«•  *^»  «^«l  "«««  bS. 

for  *        »  '  r^P««^  the  young  women  d>ould  pay 

rented.    The  burmsher'.  wife  .till  heduted.  u^iog. 

Y«lWyour«lfthi,houae  is  awfully  dirty." 
weH,  you  see  I'm  having  it  deaned  • " 

JJ^have  to  be  cleans  p^tty  U.oro„ghfy.    I  can't 


,  -  "The 

You  can  keep  an  eye  on 
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"It  wffl  be  cleaned  thoroughly,"  pewigted  Geary. 
fuwwiUworkatituntilitis.     You  can  k, 
him  and  »« that  the  work  is  done  to  «ut  you. - 

You  mse."  objected  the  bumiaher'.  wife,  "f  would 

l^tlZ'\'^'T''    I  *>-■*  w«t  to  wTS 
week  for  the  man  to  get  through." 

.xli^"*i!r!^'^"'^*°'**^"«'"^*^  this  house  to-night  " 

wantaus  cottage  and  I  would  like  to  have  such  nice-kL" 

I^S^r'*;    l'"""'^— "'<l""*egoodtenZ. 

trJZt  ly.'^^,:""'''"^^  "°"^  about  tiThoZ 

^nLiLJ'S.'^t"    And  you  don't  like  dirt.  I 
^^  «e  that    9ptter  caU  it  a  bargain,  and  let  it  go  at 

ev^"!!^?*''"'"^'*''^*' *«>''«»«  house.    Geary 
even^dujd  her  to  deposit  five  dollars  with  him  in^ 

J^i'^^ZT"  ^^  ^  "'^  •««»"«»  i^^  »   barrel 

:^rrbiJen'ttr.i™-i;trr;^ 

springs     Thedeadhenhehadtaken;utrt'onwJ' 

bTri^"^''*-  ^*'''"»«™— ho.rri^t;:s 

by  rats,  swollen,  abnormally  heavy,  one  side  i^S^ 
cad,  tune  he  bent  over  it  seemed  as  though  his  LkhZ 

;.f£he^:i3rr^-th^^jf^ 

by  he  dmdy  m«,e  „ut  Geary,  figure  in  the tJn^ay"  "" 
TTiose  people  have  taken  the  house."  he  adled  out. 
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"and  I  pronua«i  them  you  would  be  through  with  it  by 
au»ev«u,^.    Soyouw«,tto.taywithitnowtiUyou-|; 
finwhed.    I  guess  there's  not  much  mow  to  do.    Don't 
forget  the  litUe  garden  in  front." 
"No;Iwon'tforgetI" 

Geaiy  went  away,  and  for  another  hour  Vandover  kept 
at  his  work,  stohdly.  his  mind  empty  of  all  thought,  know- 
mg  onty  ttat  he  was  very  tired,  that  his  back  ^  him. 

•bout  the  bttie  garden,  picking  up  the  discokmred  news- 
papers  with  which  it  was  Httered.  the  burnisher's  wife 
returned,  together  with  her  sister  and  the  KtUe  boy;  the 
httie  boy  eaUng  a  slice  of  bread  and  butter.  They  re- 
entered the  house;  Vandover  heard  their  voices,  now  in 
one  room,  now  in  another.  They  were  looking  over  their 
future  home  again;  evidently  they  lived  close  by 

Suddenly  the  burnisher's  wife  came  out  upon  the  front 
steps,  lookmg  down  into  the  litUe  garden,  calling  for  Van- 
dover.  She  was  not  pretty;  she  had  a  nose  like  a  man  and 
ner  chm  was  broad. 

"Say.  there."  she  caUed  to  Vandover,  "do  you  mean  to 
say  that  you've  finished  inside  here?" 

h-'J*^/'  "^""^  Vandover.  straightening  up.  nodding 
his  head.    "Yes,  I've  finished." 
"WeU.  just  come  in  here  and  look  at  this  " 

Vandover  followed  her  into  the  little  parlour.  Her  sis- 
ter was  there,  very  fat,  smelling  somehow  of  taUow  candles 
and  cooked  cabbage;  nearby  stood  the  litUe  boy  stiU  eat- 
ing his  bread  and  butter. 

"Look  at  that  baseboard."  exclaimed  the  burnisher's 
wife.       You  never  touched  that.  I'll  bet  a  hat."    Van- 
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d«w  did  not  «««r:  he  bn«ght  in  the  paU  <rf  wter. 
«d  scpag  hu  ^rubbing  bruA.  went  down  ii»Un  on  W. 

i^  SbtrjT^  ^  •-^^  •- *^^»«^ 

^  the  bnrnuher's  wrfe  indicted.    The  two  women 
Wtfe  bqy  wrtched  evetything.  never  .peddng  •  word 
i^Lr;*^  «^  b««i  «.,  butter.    sSTof  b^W 
•»dbr««idtoHj  to  his  cheek,,  rtretchn^ 
of  hu  mouth  to  his  ears. 

K  "^-  ^1*  ««  '"^  y««  wine  to  overlook  that."  s^d  the 
bumute'swrfetoVandover.  "That's  the  dirtiest  base- 
^Ie«r«»w.  Oh,my!Iiu.t«u.'tm»tur.flystand 
Art/      Tliere.  you  didn't  get  that  st«n  off.     n^t's 

^  T'J  T.^^  '^'^  "^  ^'^  ««t  -« 

agam.  Jandover  obqred,  holding  the  brush  in  one  hand. 
c».hng  back  a^ong  the  floor  upon  one  pahn  and  his  two 
STt  ^  i  'O^Py.  dirty  water  veqr  cold  gathered 
•bout  hm^.  «,ahng  m  through  the  old  "blue  pants"  and 
*rttmg  h«n  to  the  ddn.  but  he  slovened  th«L,  it  in- 

tmued  the  bunmher's  wife.  "You  have  to  rub  them 
JpoUpret^h«dtoget'emout.  Now  scrub  all  along 
here  ne^  the  floor.  You  see  that  stredc  th«  -  that^ 
•Ugormed  up  with  something  or  other.  Bugs  grt  in  there 
nughtyquidc.  The„,.that'Udo.Iguess.  Tofisev;; 
ttmgelseaUcl««,?  Mister  Gea,y  said  it  w«i  to  be  doTe 
to  ^  satisf«:t,on.  and  that  you  were  to  stiyr  here  until 
eveiythmg  was  all  right."  «=  unui 

J^^\T1  *"*  ''?''*  '""  interrupted  by  the  prolonged 
war  of  the  fcwrtory's  whisUe.  blowing  as  though  it  wo«W 
never  rtop.    It  w«i  hdf-past  five.    In  ^.t^tllte 
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faint  pumng  of  the  vrnMrny  dwindled  and  ceaaed 

leavnig^.  abrupt  rilence  in  the  «r.    A  moment  uS^e' 

«ny  of  ope^tive,  began  to  pour  out  rf  the  .S  «! 
txanee;  men  and  girls  and  young  boy,.  aU  in  a  gwat  hurry 

.t^.    The  uBuaUy  qmet  street  was  crowded  in  an  in- 

The  burnisher's  wife  stood  on  the  steps  of  the  vacant 
^U.  h«  sister,  watching  the  throng  debo„chl:r„* 

U'"^\i.      ».     °,!!1*^'  '^'  '"^'^'  "There  he 
w!    and  the  other  began  to  caU.  "Oscar.  Oscar!"  wav- 

tte  street.    It  was  her  husband,  the  burnisher,  and  he 

««eacro«  the  street,  crowding  his  luncLbasket  into  the 
^ofhuooat.    HewasathinlitUemanwithati:^! 

Aavenstubbfe  of  a  pale  straw  colour.  An  od  jTas  of  a 
h«n^  shop  hung  about  him.  Vandover  gathered  up  his 
b«^  and  pad  and  soap  preparing  to  go  home. 

tfc.  K  •  ?'**'•  ?'''"  **^''"  ^^'^  '"'"*'"  ^id  his  wife  to 
thebyrmsherashecameupthesteps.  "But  I  c^^-t 
get  him  to  say  that  he'd  let  me  havfit  for  fifteerwaT, 
included.  The  landlord  himself.  Mr.  (ia^.w^wt- 
Jjyandlmadethedickerwithhim.  SdTmrhe^ 
andaydeamngup."  She  explained  the  bargain,  the  bu^ 
n^er  ^rovmg  of  ev«ything.  noddinglKl™ 

and  the  htUe  boy  following  in  silence.  "He's  a  good  land 
M.  I  gue»"  continued  the  young  woman;  "a^^^'." 
ttejow  wdl  teU  you  that,  and  he  means  to  keep  Us  hoL^ 
in  good  repair.    Now  you  see.  here's  the  kite:^„S 
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«ee  bow  big  it  is.    Here's  our  laundry  tubs,  our  iron  .ink 
wh-Ue:  and  get  on  to  this  big  cubby  under  the  sink  w^ 

iTTr*^*^"    SheopeneditsdoortHhowW 
husband    but  aU  at  once  straightened  up.  JZ^, 

The  cubby  under  the  sink  was  abominablylrty.    Van- 
dover  had  altogether  forgotten  it.  '        X      van 

The  UtUe  burnisher  himself  bent  down  and  peered  in. 
Oh.  that  U  never  do!"  he  cried.    "Has  that  man  gone 
HeTJ         ^"r"^-''-'  ^^'^  8ot  to  clean  this  out  3r 
He  had  a  weak,  faint  voice,  small  and  timid  like  his  figure. 

St  Z  ""' '~"' •*~"'"'*  «^«J  handover  STk 

Ltlin'""".'"""'''*''**''^-  The  two  went  back 
uito  the  kitchen  and  stood  in  front  of  the  sink.    "Look 

'^:^JJ'^  ^^  '-^"^^    "^-  -•*  'eave 

dnl'Jr  ''"'"'•"  ^T****^  ^^  '^'''  "*!«'»  this  aU  was  to  be 
done  to  our  satisfaction.  Mr.  Geary  said  so.  That's 
the  only  way  I  came  to  take  the  house." 

w  J'''  "^"i  "^  ?'''°"^'  *^°"«'''"  "^"^^  her  fat  sister. 

TjZf  :  T^^  .'"''''^'-  "P-taps  he'd  wantto 
go  ho^e  to  h|s  dmner."  But  at  this  both  the  others  cried 
out  m  one  voice,  the  burnisher  exclaiming:    "I  ca  "tTeb 

«a..^hasgottobedonefirs,"while£swifeX'S 
that  she  couldn't  naturaUy  stand  dirt,  adding.  "This  aU 

^h^  ^         u*°  T  «''''rf«=«°".  «°d  we  ain't  satisfied 
y^bya„„gd,ot,.    Delighted  at  this  excitement,  the 
httle  boy  forgot  to  eat  into  his  bread  and  butter.  roUmg 
hi*  eyes  wJdly  from  one  to  the  other,  still  silent 
Meanwhile,  without  replying.  Vandover  had  gone  down 
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the  «nk  The  four  others,  the  bunusher.  his  wife.  M, 
«J^-u^Uw  «d  hi.  HtUe  boy.  stood  about  to  a  hlSrS^ 

Wuud  hun.  seeiug  to  it  that  he  did  the  woricZS^ 
giving  orders  as  to  how  he  should  proceed  P"""^' 

thZ^^-i'*^"^  ^''■\^*  everKthing  out  that's  under 
ttere.  said  the  burmsher.  "Ouf!  how  it  smells!  Th^ 
made  a  regular  dump  heap  of  it."  ^ 

"What's  that  over  in  the  comer  there?"  cried  the  wife 
^ndmgdown.  "I  can't  see.  it's  so  dark  und^S.^^!!: 
somethmg  gray;  can't  you  see.  in  under  therei-  You'U  have 

w«  SiiJt  "LT  "^  ""  "^'"^  "'^^^  J^  that  he 
was  obhged  to  crouch  lower  and  lower;  at  length  he  lay 

flat  upon  h«  stomach.    Prone  in  the  filth  undefttesiSc 

^ut  w,th  his  hand  searching  for  the  somethinf3 
that  the  burnisher's  wife  had  seen.  He  fouTft^J 
drewuout.    ItwasanoldhambonecoveredwithagrTn- 

"Oh.  did  you  eterr  cried  the  burnisher,  holdimr  ud 
has  hands.  "Here,  don't  drop  that  on  ^;  d^Ho^,"^ 
putrtmyourpail.  Nowget  out  the  rest  TtheXtS 
hurry  up.  .t  3  late."  Vandover  crawled  back.  hS  ^e 
way  under  the  sink  again,  this  time  bringing  outlLtv 

pan  hatf  fuU  of  «,^e  kind  of  congealed  g^'th^t  ^S 
a  chokmg.  acrid  odour;  next  it  was  an  dd  s^^l 

SSnTa"tot2  '  "  '""'=°  '"'■'"'''-  "  hat^Ct 
iriff  T  '  "  P'"^  °f  '"''her  hose,  an  old  comb 
choked  w.th  a  great  handful  of  hair,  a  torn  oveX 
newspapers,  and  a  great  quantity  of  other  debris  ^^ 
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STt"^"' ^^"^ ''•^-^  "- -P-^  of  the  p^vlou. 

you,b™d.--,o^Kkeg«^  ^b«  .pot  there  with 
it  hard!"  His  wife  ioinfTT  ,,-  .  '  **" "^^'^ " «*"»> 
w«overhe.«.,:;;C2ei:''^"T**'^  "^ '» 
tW".  «d  now  wirhTb^^.T  ""  *^*  ~"*' '«»- « 

••te.  B«ttheEL  J^-J;"""^"*'*^««'^« 

out  ahrilty.  his  «i  fj?7;^*^«  ^l  ««e.  crying 

It  was  wondeJJ^hoi'ti^^  t.^;::^^^.  „o«^^^ 
on.  Hetookanf„/^.u«/^Y"*f^U«twent 
he  watched  everything  «J  •         °"  °"***  *<» ««. 

^  tbin,  th.t'^^ri^r rh^'<'/r''  ""* 

OnJy  four  and  a  half,  too  37^  r^      '^  y««- 

of  the  first  day  he3t  on  i;^^  *^^"'°»^<'«1  ««*  other 
the  house  on^^d^'^"t'^-=f''-'inWof 
his  pockets.  Th^?^'t'^l^°'^'^^i^h^in 
they  turned  their  b^m     "^  "^  ^•-<'°v«'. 

to  teU  about  her  KtTS  I T.^    JT  ^^'  '^'^  "P"" 
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lud  had. ud,.  bright  pupa.  Ah.butonedu>uld«ehow 
rf«rt^  over  h«  book.  .11  the  tiine.  NertJ^i^! 
w«t«>tjytogetherintothehigh«=hool.    bt  c^ 

Jew«not««lyfo,thehigh«choolyet,anditwMZrt 
^.njtetoletduldrenmth.tway.Iw«tooylTS^^ 
they  had  a  puU,  you  understand.    Oh  ve*  fo/ „.     Ik 

.»-j      If   ..     "'"=""y-    o™  oent  down  and  straieht- 
•n  ^»    V    w^j'^'**  *^'  "^  ^-  like  hU^S^ 
nbutter?    Well,  he  could  have  aU  he  wanted!"    But"^ 
Lttle  boy  paid  no  attention  to  her.    He  had  made  IZ 
m<^.  ambuion  birred  in  hhn.  he  had  tasted  the  dellgtu 

S.r^*'!'"*?^    «"-'-<'»'utterhad£ 

m  ma  erteem.    He  wished  to  repeat  his  former  success 

and  cried  out  shriller  than  ever: 
"Hey.there!    Getup.youoIdUzee-bones!" 
But  Ins  father  corrected  him  -  his  mother  ought  not 

to  encourage  him  to  be  nirio     "Ti.  »•       ^        ""gnt  not 
-8   "lui  10  oe  ruae.       That  s  not  right.  Oscar  " 

heob^.3haldnghishead.   "  You  must  be^kd^tL 

Vandover  was  sitting  back  on  his  heels  to  rest  his  back 
waitmg  till  the  others  should  finish  ' 

JT'^v'i.?^*'"  ^"'^  ""  l""^"  i"  hi-  thin 
To.ce.     Vandover  nodded.    But  his  wife  was  not  saTil! 

whde  her  husb«.d  held  a  lighted  match  for  her.    "M 
that's  something  Mke,"  she  said  finally 

It  was  nearly  seven.  Vandover  prepared  to  go  home  a 
~condhme.  The  litUe  boy  stood  in  f^Zf  hi^  iXng 
down  at  hun  a.  h.  made  his  brush  and  «g.Zi  Zm 
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of  work  -  ij, !  tb.- A  rdl!^^  ;  ^r"'^  -  "ot  •''•W 
vmforthelitUet  '  oTr*"^  T"*  «»"'  <*Uing  in 
t^'i;^  «P  M,  bu„.e  withTBuX?:;"  °"  "^  ^- 

went  on.  hoiSn«^,L°v  '"'?^~^^"  ^ 
t*ke  this.  tha^.U  4it  !!^' *!  "S"""'-  "'««-■  you 
««f.  11  right.  C^mTio„g'Scr*"'''"f^'"« '»'"•• 

^:».'r;fd:n';;2i„:r  «^  •>•<*.  -con. 

Vandover,  atiJl  on  t^e  fl«„.  .  •     '"'*'*»*«'  «>  watching 

on  the  floor,  one  h.Sli^t^riT''' ^'°''°^«* 
hi»  Imndle.  the  litUe  boy^-  *!?'  ^  "^  "bout 
i-t«.«.thf„,ofhi.brS:a^btL      "^  '^  -*^  the 
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